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Foreword 
 

The Story Behind The Story 

 

It all started several years ago when Mac read in a "Time-Life" magazine that they were asking 

veterans to send in stories of their wartime adventures. "Time-Life" would then select one or 

more for publication at some later date. Mac mentioned this to me and I ignored the idea. I really 

didn't have much to write about. 

 

About a week later, Mac asked again if I was going to submit my story. I said, "Yes, I suppose I 

could," but still was not too keen on the idea. However, I got out the pencil and pad and started 

writing. 

 

A week later she asked if I was about finished and I replied, "No," she then informed me that I 

was limited to five hundred words per story. That came as a real shocker as I wasn't aware of 

that. I'm sure she had mentioned it, but I didn't pay attention. It was especially bad news as I had 

already written several thousand words and was just getting started. Thus the dilemma – to 

continue or call it quits. 

  

I had already spent many hours on the manuscript, so I hated to abandon the project. Perhaps the 

kids and grandkids would be interested in what their Dad/Granddad did during the big war. I 

proceeded. 

 

Six months later I was still writing and beginning to get the feeling that I may have made a 

mistake in starting the project. Well, I thought I'd gone this far so I may as well continue. 

 

Six months later I knew for certain it was all a bad mistake and I should quit while I still had 

pencils and my sanity. But being a stubborn optimist, I figured the proverbial "light at the end of 

the tunnel" should appear before too long, so I pushed on. 

 

Several months later I finally saw the "light" and finished the first draft. Then came the problem 
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of reading it. I had written it in long hand and neither Mac nor I could read it! It was necessary to 

convert the hieroglyphics into recognizable form, so Mac could type it. What a chore that was! 

My fingers are still frozen in a hold-a-pencil shape. 

 

Once that was completed, then came the tedious task of reading and re-reading and making 

corrections in sentences and spelling. I can report to you that the old dictionary and I became 

good friends before I was finished. 

 

But all of that was easy compared to Mac's enormous task of typing, re-typing and then typing 

some more. That seemed like an endless process, but she stayed with it and did an outstanding 

job. However, I have the distinct feeling that she is not too anxious for me to start another story. 

 

In the meantime our son Bob became interested in the project and suggested I gather all the 

photos and pictures and include them in the story. That sounded reasonable so all the materials 

were assembled and sent off to Bob in Roswell, New Mexico. Upon receipt, all documents were 

organized and then computerized which brings us to the present time. 

 

I hope you enjoy the story. It is a history of three years of my life which would otherwise not be 

known to my children and grandchildren. That in itself makes it all worthwhile. It's even more so 

if it gives the reader a chuckle or two. 

 

Wesley L. Jule 

103 Pleasant View 

Kerrville, Tx. 78028 

210-896-1728 

About 34,453 Words 

Original Compilation - June 1996 

Revised – January 2004 
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Chapter I 
 

There are no heroes in this story, no activities above and beyond the call of duty. No gutter 

language and no torrid, or should I say sordid, love scenes. It is simply a narrative of a sixteen-

year-old lad set adrift on a predestined and pre-chartered river of life that was to span a five-year 

period. Sounds corny, doesn't it? Yet, it is about the most accurate description I can come up 

with. I have purposely tried to avoid exaggeration of the events - as Jack Webb used to say, 

 

"Only the facts, Ma’ am." 

 

First, let me introduce myself: Jule, Wesley L., Private; Flight Officer; Second Lieutenant; First 

Lieutenant; Captain; Major. Serial Numbers, 19095265; T61046; AO 1703109; Kriegie 6611; 

FR 52782. Now that the preliminaries are over, let's get on with the story. 

 

 

 
1942 Bellingham High School 
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On April 1, 1940, destiny set me adrift at the age of sixteen. I was not aware that for years to 

come it was to be the pivotal point of my entire life. That was the day I had an emergency 

operation for a ruptured appendix. So what is so pivotal about that? Nothing really except it 

marked the beginning of the journey - adrift with the currents pushing and pulling on waters 

sometimes calm, other times very turbulent, waterfalls submerging me only to allow me to 

resurface and continue my journey toward an unknown destiny.

 

After my recuperation, I returned to school the following September. All was going well. But the 

currents had other plans for on October 13, I had an emergency operation for appendicitis. It 

seems the first time I went in for my emergency appendix operation; the surgeon’s thought that 

my appendix had ruptured so badly that there was nothing left of it. They just cleaned me out and 

sewed me up. Unfortunately, they had been mistaken. This time they removed my appendix. 

 

Considering the huge medical bills and the fact that I had lost six weeks of school, my folks and I 

decided that it would be better for me to get a job to help with the bills and then return to school 

the following September. Time moved rapidly at my job at the Bloedell-Donovan Sash and Door 

factory. Soon September 1941, arrived and it was back to school for me. 

 

Then the Day of Infamy arrived: Pearl Harbor Day, December 7, 1941. There was a general 

gathering of young men that day and, of course, the main topic was the war and what they 

planned to do about it. A young buddy of mine suggested we drive over to the Navy Recruiting 

Station and see what was happening. I had barely stopped the car when all my buddies were out 

and heading for the end of a long line of Navy volunteers. Bellingham, Washington, on the coast 

of Puget Sound, was strictly a Navy town, so the volunteer line stretched for blocks. I sat there 

and watched friends by the dozens disappear into the recruiting station. Some I would see years 

later. But all too many never returned. As I sat in my families old Model "A" Ford, I told myself 

I should be in that line too, and not just sitting there watching.
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May, 1942, Bellingham, Washington 

 

That evening I talked to my folks about joining the Navy, but they replied to the negative. They 

told me to finish high school first and then I could join any service I want. I was disappointed, 

but then, there were only six months of school left and perhaps I could catch up with my friends 

later on.

 

It was during that six-month period that I happened to be standing at the main intersection of 

downtown Bellingham, at Cornwall and Holly Streets to be exact. As I stood there, I glanced 

across the street and there stood the most magnificent sight I had ever seen. An Army Air Corps 

Officer wearing polished brown oxfords, pink trousers with green blouse, silver pilot wings, 

captain bars on his shoulders and the polished brass officer's emblem on his cap. I knew instantly 

and unquestionably that was for me. Join the Navy? What Navy? U.S. Navy? Never heard of it! I 
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had seen my dream. 

 

I had ridden several times in an old Ford Tri-motor plane but had never even thought about 

flying it or any other aircraft. In a blink of an eye all had changed. I was going to be a pilot, wear 

pinks and greens and have captain bars on my shoulders. There was never a doubt in my mind! 

 

As high school graduation day came nearer, I became impatient with the long days. I had to get 

started on my dream, so as soon as the diplomas were available, I picked up mine and headed for 

the recruiting office. On 1 June 1942, I joined the Army Air Corps. My dream was starting to 

come true. Well, at least I was in the Air Corps. 

 

I was sent to Fort Lewis, Washington, for processing and then on to Sheppard Air Base near 

Wichita Falls, Texas. That place was just about the end of the world. Take a young boy out of the 

green lush Washington and send him to that God forsaken place. How could such a thing 

happen? And the food? Terrible! Being of Danish and Swedish descent, I was accustomed to 

Swedish cooking. You know, the miracles performed by the ordinary housewife every time a 

meal was prepared on the old wood-burning stove. Yes. I was spoiled - emphatically yes!

 

During Basic Training at Sheppard I took the Aviation Cadet examination and eagerly awaited 

the results. I was a nervous young man when I learned the results were in and reported to the 

Sergeant's Office. "You came close, but you failed the examination by one point" he told me. He 

then went on, "There is another Pilot training program you can apply for if you want. It is called 

the Aviation Student Program. It is identical to the Cadet Program except you would graduate as 

a staff sergeant instead of a second lieutenant, or, if you wish" you can take the Cadet 

examination again in three months." A three-month wait was out of the question for me and Staff 

Sergeant wasn't exactly what I had in mind. But, perhaps I could at least get the silver wings, so I 

applied. 

 

While waiting for the news of acceptance or rejection, I attended the Aircraft Mechanics Course. 

The course was fine, but the surroundings were less than desirable. In fact, Wichita Falls was the 

only place I've ever been where I was ankle deep in mud and still had to wipe blowing dust out 
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of my eyes. "If I ever get out of this place I'll never, ever set foot on Texas soil (dirt, mud and 

dust) again!" I told myself. 

 

The Texas weather was something else: intense heat and violent thunderstorms that wanted to 

blow the entire base off of the earth. At times night was like day, with lightning crisscrossing the 

sky in all directions but strangely enough with no thunder. 

 

Standing retreat was an unforgettable experience. There was always a steady stream of 

ambulances coming and going from the parade grounds to carry away men who had dropped 

where they stood from the heat and from standing at attention for long periods of time. Someone 

told me there was a tree on the base but I never did find it.

I enjoyed basic training with all its challenges. I guess I enjoyed the marching most because 

competition between squads was very high. Even though our squad tried hard, we just couldn't 

compete. We had a kid from Arkansas who marched as though he were still behind a plow. All 

the efforts of the drill instructor were for naught. The kid tried, but he was physically incapable 

of doing drill exercises and was finally released from the service. 

 

While at Sheppard, there I attended a U.S.A. show when the number one song was "Night and 

Day". It was sung by some skinny young kid by the name of Frank Sinatra. I thought it was great 

to see a popular singer. The show was good but nothing spectacular. 
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Shepard Field 

As time went on, there seemed to be only one way to leave Sheppard and Texas and that was to 

volunteer for something, anything. As a consequence of that thinking, I volunteered for glider 

pilot and aerial gunner training. However, the currents were still pushing and pulling for, in a 

few weeks, I was selected for the Aviation Student Program. The quest for the Silver Wings had 

started. That part of the dream was now a distinct possibility. 

 

I was sent to Maxwell Air Base, Montgomery, Alabama. Upon my arrival, I was assigned to 

quarters in an old cotton mill just outside the base fence. It was a dilapidated red brick structure, 

which still housed some old cotton processing machinery, but it was home and soon everyone in 

my group settled in for preflight training.

Nothing spectacular happened there except we were not subject to any type of hazing such as 

that experienced by the cadets on the other side of the fence. The reason was quite simple. 

Among us students were several technical and master sergeants who had returned from combat 

zones for flight training. They were not going to tolerate any type of hazing from anyone. Thank 

the good Lord for sergeants! There was one specific incident that I clearly remember. We had a 

money thief among us. When caught, he was quickly escorted behind the building by some of the 
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"Big Boys." Shortly thereafter an ambulance arrived and that was the last we saw of the thief. 

 

Preflight training consisted primarily of book learning and physical training, simple things like 

the various parts of the aircraft and their purpose, then the more complicated subjects such as 

Morse Code and Weather. Morse Code was used to identify airport facilities on maps and the 

radio. It was also a means of identifying airports at night. The green rotational light blinked the 

airport code each time it rotated. So, it was necessary to know the code by sound and sight as 

well as to be able to transmit it at six words per minute, if I recall correctly. 

 

Weather was a tough subject to me, a cloud was a cloud and that was it. Much to my surprise, 

there were all types of clouds with peculiar names like cirrus, cumulus and alto-cumulus. But I 

passed the course. I had to. 

 

I would guess there were seventy-five to eighty students, so K.P. (kitchen police) came around 

quite often and also guard duty. In spite of the rather crude conditions, everyone seemed to enjoy 

our stay at Maxwell, but soon it came time to move on. Upon completion of pre-flight training, I 

was sent to primary training at Augustine Field, approximately twelve miles outside of Jackson, 

Mississippi. - and into choppy waters. 
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Georgia-Aero-Tech - 1943 Rush Field - Augusta, Georgia 

 

Once at Augustine, I was assigned to a civilian instructor who was perhaps the most obnoxious 

individual I've ever encountered - foul-mouthed and ill tempered and that's putting it mildly! 

After about ten hours of instruction in the Stearman PT -17 primary trainer, he decided that I was 

a lost cause and scheduled a "washout" ride with another instructor. That one ride would 

determine whether I continue flight training or packed my bags. My dream of silver wings 

seemed all but lost.

 

The "washout" instructor turned out to be the exact opposite of the previous one - a soft-spoken 

southern gentleman in every respect. Obviously he did not have the same opinion as my first 

instructor because I was his student for the remainder of primary training. It is strange that I can 

remember the name of the first but cannot remember the name of the second" good" instructor, 

the one who guided me through turbulent waters and instilled in me the confidence that I could 

fly and fly well. 
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During my training, there was one accident that made a lasting impression on my memory. Two 

aircraft collided, killing both occupants. I learned that the name of the game for survival was the 

constant checking of the airspace three hundred and sixty degrees in all directions, including 

above and below. 

 

One day a BT -15 (basic trainer) landed and we students were all eager to inspect it and look into 

the cockpit of the plane we were going to fly next. I was astounded by the number of 

instruments, buttons and switches that seemed to cover every available space. The PT -17 had 

perhaps ten instruments while the BT -15 had them by the dozens! How in the world was I ever 

going to learn to fly it and, even more important what did all those gadgets mean? It was going to 

be a real challenge!

 

Christmas arrived and I can still hear Bing Crosby singing "White Christmas" on the Day Room 

jukebox. There were many homesick young men who, like myself, were experiencing their first 

Christmas away from home. 

 

Primary training provided an extra dividend as our pay was increased from fifty dollars a month 

to seventy-five. Fifty dollars regular pay plus fifty percent extra as flying pay. This increase was 

indeed welcomed but still, we were all broke by the middle of the month. 

 

After the completion of primary training, our next stop was Georgia-Aero-Tech Basic Flying 

School at Bush Field near Augusta, Georgia, for transition into the BT -15. Nothing really 

exciting took place other than I was the first student to solo. Doesn't sound like much but 

tradition required the "first to solo" to be more or less considered a hero. And so it was – the 

hand shakes and the pats on the back were most welcome. But there was something else far more 

important: the personal satisfaction that my "washout" instructor had not misplaced his 

confidence in me. What a warm and pleasant feeling that was. 

 

For advanced training in the AT-6 (Texan) I was sent to Spence Field near Moultrie, Georgia. 

My instructor, at Moultrie, was a captain who was a congenial person but who, when necessary 
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could get his point across in unmistakable terms. With his help, just maybe my dream of silver 

wings would become a reality. 

 

The AT-6 was a very enjoyable aircraft to fly. With lots of power and smooth easy controls, it 

was a most "forgiving" aircraft. By "forgiving" I mean that a pilot could really foul things up and 

yet the aircraft would "forgive" the mistakes and continue flying. It was a beautiful airplane to 

fly. 

 

My first night flight in the AT-6 turned into a rather interesting event. The flight transition area 

was divided into quadrants - N.E., N.W., S.E., and S.W. The object was to stack aircraft in each 

quadrant with a thousand feet vertical clearance between aircraft. Once the assigned altitude was 

reached, it was a matter of circling in the quadrant for an hour or so. I was assigned the top 

position, which, as I recall, was at five thousand feet. All was going well and I enjoyed the flight 

and the beautiful lights of the base and Moultrie. Then the electrical system went out. No wingtip 

lights, landing lights, no cockpit lights and no radio. With the collision I had seen at Primary in 

mind, it posed a problem. How to get down through the other three circling aircraft, get into the 

landing pattern and get the green light for landing from the tower? "I hope no one else is having 

the same problem I'm having!" I thought as I very carefully descended through the other aircraft 

and entered the landing pattern. 

 

The next stage in my descent was to alert the tower that I was having difficulties and was in need 

of a green light. The only way to do that was to buzz the tower and increase the RPM's of my 

engine as I passed overhead. No luck the first two passes. The third pass was at a "buzzing low" 

altitude while I increased the RPM to the maximum and then fluctuated the RPM as I passed 

overhead. It worked because the tower heard someone or me notified the tower. I was given the 

green light and I landed without any further problems. 

 

Approximately three weeks before graduation, I was sent to an auxiliary field near Tifton, 

Georgia, to transition into the P-40. The P-40 Period, that is. These aircraft were among the first 

manufactured and had not been modified. They were also the aircraft that had been flown by the 

Flying Tigers in China and then returned to the States for student pilot training. They had sharks 
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teeth and small Japanese flags painted on the engine cowlings and lots of patched bullet holes. 

 

Boy was I impressed! I was going to fly them. Me, a nineteen year old kid! I didn't know it then, 

but I was about to enter some extremely turbulent waters and was heading for a waterfall. 

 

One day while in training, I was making long power-on approaches in the P-40 with no flaps, 

touching the wheels on the runway and then taking off again. I had made several touch-and-goes 

and was on my last one when disaster struck. 

 

As usual, I had completed the mandatory radio call to the tower on the downwind leg saying, "... 

on the downwind leg, fuel on reserve, wheels down and locked, five hundred feet altitude for 

power-on approach and landing." 

 

I then turned on the base leg, which took me directly over Tifton. The next ten to fifteen seconds 

seemed like something out of a nightmare. The engine quit directly over the town. Anyone who 

has ever flown a P-40 knows that when the engine quits the aircraft drops like a rock. 

 

I was too low for a bailout, so I knew I had to set this plane down some place and quickly, but 

where? A quick look at Tifton's main street told me that wasn't the answer! At about the 9:30 

position I spotted a small field surrounded by woods with a house at the far end. I had already 

dropped the nose the instant the engine quit, so now the plane was in a steep glide. I turned 

toward the field but there was a tall brick factory chimney dead ahead. I had to get around it first 

before worrying about the landing. By the time I cleared the chimney, I was already clipping the 

tops off the pine trees. During those few seconds, I had pulled the landing gear handle to the "up" 

position because I couldn't take the chance of flipping over when hitting the ground. I had also 

turned the main electrical switch and the gas switch to the "off" position. 
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January, 1943 - Augusta, Georgia 

 

Immediately after clearing the chimney, I jettisoned the canopy. I was now set for the landing. 

As I neared the ground, the trees were getting larger in diameter and the plane jolted as I clipped 

each one. At the same time, I spotted a small gully at the approach end of the field and the 

numerous stumps that dotted the field. Nothing I could do about them now. I pulled the nose up 

to clear the gully and then popped the stick forward and literally flew the plane into the ground. 

It was a terribly bumpy ride that followed, as the plane tore stump after stump out of the ground. 

The aircraft finally stopped about fifty feet from the house and I jumped out of it like a shot. I 

wanted no part of a fire or an explosion. 
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As I ran from the plane I heard screams coming from the house followed by a lady who ran out 

shouting, "Oh my God! Oh my God!" as I walked over to her she was still screaming, "Oh my 

God!" After convincing her that I was all right and apologizing for tearing up her field, she asked 

what was to become a frequent question. "Is there anyone else in the plane?" "No, just me," I 

replied. 

 

By that time spectators had started arriving, so within a few minutes several hundred people were 

standing around talking among themselves and to me. Was there anyone else in the plane with 

you was a question I guess I answered a dozen times or more. It seemed like a dumb question to 

me, as there was only one seat in the plane. But in a few minutes everything seemed to be under 

control, so I walked back to the plane and sat down on a wingtip. It was then I saw the numerous 

humps and bumps on the leading edge of the wing. The trees and stumps had mangled the wing 

almost beyond recognition. Thank goodness the P-40 was built like a tank. It stayed in one piece 

despite the terrible beating it had taken. I salute the designers and engineers who created that 

plane. 

 

While sitting there on the wingtip, I could hear the on-lookers describe what they had seen. One 

said he saw the plane clip the brick chimney and another said he saw the plane on fire. Each one 

had seen something different and was willing to swear to his version of what had happened. I 

was a very dejected nineteen year old waiting there on the plane. My dream had vanished. No 

silver wings, no pinks and greens and no captain's bars. The dream was gone! What had I done 

wrong? What could I have done otherwise? How could it be that I came so close (two weeks) to 

turning at least part of my dream into reality, only to lose it in a matter of seconds? There was 

only one consolation - I was still alive! 

 

It was about ten to fifteen minutes before I heard the sirens from Spence Field heading my way. 

They grew louder and were just a few hundred feet away when they started to fade. They 

continued to fade until I could no longer hear them. A few minutes later back they came. They 

had missed the lady's driveway. I thought to myself, "That's about par for the course today!" 

 

Two jeep loads of Military Police led the parade, followed by two fire trucks with an ambulance 
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bringing up the rear. The ambulance came to an abrupt halt; two corpsmen jumped out, opened 

the rear door, grabbed a stretcher and made a mad dash toward me. I got up and started walking 

towards them when one said, "Lay down on the stretcher!" I replied I was okay and continued 

walking toward the ambulance. 

 

"You've got to lay down on the stretcher!" 

 

"No, I'm okay, I'll just sit in the back of the ambulance" I said. 

 

This time the corpsman, with a not-so-friendly tone of voice, said, "We can't take you to the 

hospital until you are on the stretcher!" 

 

It had been a bad day and it was going to get worse before the day was through. I wasn't going to 

solve anything by arguing so I lay down on the stretcher, was placed in the ambulance and we 

were off with sirens wailing. 

 

Upon arrival at the hospital, I was carried into the emergency room where several doctors were 

waiting. After many questions and much jabbing and poking to make sure everything was where 

it was supposed to be, I was declared okay and fit for duty. I was informed that there was a board 

of officers waiting for me at Headquarters and was instructed to report there immediately. This 

was it - the end of the line! 

 

The board was chaired by a colonel with several lieutenant colonels and majors attending. Not a 

friendly face among them. Back in those days a private didn't even talk to a corporal or a 

sergeant on his own initiative. Talking to an officer just wasn't done and talking to high-ranking 

officers meant but one thing - trouble, serious trouble. 

 

"Do you feel all right?" 

 

"Yes, Sir." 
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"The board would like to hear your version of what happened in as much detail as possible." 

 

I repeated the story - over Tifton at five hundred feet, my engine quit, and I described how I 

made the emergency landing. 

 

The colonel then asked if I knew why the engine had quit and I replied "No, Sir." 

His next words stunned me! 

 

"You ran out of gas on the reserve tank. The main tanks had plenty of fuel but the reserve tank 

was empty." 

 

I thought to myself "How could I have been so stupid?" I deserved to be washed out of the 

Program! I had followed "Gas on Reserve" instructions, but that wasn't going to help me now. 

The washout rate in flight training was very high. In fact, it seemed that any reason was 

sufficient to send a student packing, especially failure to follow instructions. 

 

The colonel had started speaking again and I fully expected him to say. "Pack your bags and 

return to Spence." Instead he said, "Before you came in, we were discussing the accident – trying 

to figure out how you managed to get the plane down in such a small field. We still don't know 

how you did it, but apparently you do have a little flying talent. Report to the Flight Line. There 

is another aircraft waiting for you." My reply was without a doubt the most enthusiastic "Yes, 

Sir!" I have ever uttered. My dream was still alive! 

 

The thinking of the military back then was far different than today. If a pilot could walk away 

from a crash he was, as soon as possible, put back in the cockpit and told to get airborne. No 

psychologist with batteries of psychological tests to determine psychological damage. We were 

given just a simple, but very effective order. "Get in the plane and fly it!" 

 

Later as I was getting taxi clearance from the tower, they informed me there had been a change 

in the pilot radio call to the tower prior to landing. Henceforth, following the "fuel on reserve 

tank" report, the pilot would now state the amount of fuel remaining in the tank so the tower 
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could issue special instructions if necessary. I didn't know a regulation could be changed so 

quickly

 

After takeoff, I again made the mandatory power-on approaches and each time I flew over the 

Tifton field, I too, could not believe that only a few hours earlier I had landed on that little 

postage stamp. 

 

Was I scared during the five to ten second period of that landing? No, there was no time to worry 

about what might happen. I was too busy concentrating on the landing. Was I scared meeting the 

board? A very positive "Yes" to that one. 

 

Another interesting incident occurred a day or two after my crash when we were scheduled for 

night flying. To decrease the time delay of one pilot getting out of the plane and another one in, 

operations were temporarily placed near the end of the active runway. There were not enough 

planes available for all the students, so while some flew, the rest of us stood around waiting for 

our turn. Four or five of us were standing by as our instructor watched the takeoffs and landings. 

We watched as one of our group taxied out and lined up with the runway. He applied full power 

and started down the runway then he suddenly veered left off the runway and headed across the 

field. He had failed to set the rudder trim tab to the takeoff position. Our instructor was talking to 

the pilot but with no radio. 

 

"Pull the throttle back! Pull the power back!" He kept saying very quietly. "He'll never make it  

he'll never make it." Much to his surprise and ours we watched as the wingtip lights continued to 

gain altitude and flew off into the night. 
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Upon landing our instructor quietly informed the pilot that he was lucky to be alive and 

emphasized that it was an absolute necessity to set that trim tab. The tremendous torque created 

by the engine during takeoff had to be compensated for by a small adjustable trim tab on the 

rudder, which would hold the aircraft on a straight line during takeoff. Rudder control by using 

the foot controls was an impossible task at full power. There was just not enough strength in a 

pilot's legs. 

 

The instructor told the pilot to get back in the plane for another takeoff and to do it right this 

time. Again, we watched as he lined up with the runway, but what happened next was 

unbelievable. He did an exact rerun of the first take-off! The only thing different was the 

instructor. What he was yelling at the pilot was not exactly complimentary. In fact it would be 

best for us to move a little further down the line until our instructor and the pilot could complete 

their "discussion" upon his return. In a way it was comforting for me to know that the other 

students would and could encounter turbulent waters yet survive. 

 

Once we completed our P-40 training at Tifton, we returned to Spence Field and went back to 

flying At-6's. My first flight was with my instructor sharing dual controls. At about two thousand 

feet the engine quit. In a split second my hand was on the fuel switch changing from the "off" 

position and back to main tanks. Then I looked in the rear view mirror and there sat my 

instructor with an ear-to-ear grin on his face. He cut the engine again on several later flights, but 

he never caught me napping on that one. Each time he had that same ear-to-ear grin. 

 

Sometime during my nine-month training period, Congress decided it was not being financially 

responsible to entrust a staff sergeant with such an expensive piece of equipment as an airplane. 

 

To remedy that situation they created a flight officer rank. This rank was identical 

to the Army's Warrant Officer Program. The only difference was the flight officer's 

bar was blue instead of the warrant officer's brown. Also, included in the bill was a 

provision that if a flight officer performed well, and was still alive after a one-year 

period, he would be commissioned as a second lieutenant. There was hope for me 

to be an officer once again. 
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My graduation from flight training came on 29 

April 1943. What an exhilarating day it was! 

My silver wings were pinned on by the Base 

Commander and I was presented with a pair of 

flight officer's bars. I was on cloud nine! Immediately following the ceremony, I was issued a 

complete new officer's wardrobe courtesy of the Army Air Corps. Those pinks and greens. A 

little on the wrinkled side but still absolutely beautiful. Just to touch them sent a chill through me 

- I was no longer a private. Two-thirds of my dream had become a reality and the possibility still 

existed of getting those captain's bars. Perhaps I could yet complete my dream. To add to the 

enjoyment of the day, my pay was now raised to one hundred and fifty dollars a month plus 

seventy-five dollars flying pay. A salary of two hundred and twenty-five dollars a month was a 

lot of money in those days. 

 

All the graduates were granted a ten-day leave and I elected to visit my 

sister, whom I hadn't seen in a long time, in San Antonio, Texas. Returning 

to Texas didn't appeal to me, but maybe San Antonio would be different. 

 

Upon my arrival I learned that my sister was in Sam Houston Army Hospital expecting a baby at 

any time. Now, it was terribly embarrassing that I, a nineteen-year-old fighter pilot - the envy of 

every able-bodied man, the "cream of the crop" with the appropriate ego to match, should have 

to enter a maternity ward. Well, I had to do it, so best get started. I checked in at the nurse's 

station where the head nurse was reluctant to allow me into the ward, as it was not visiting hours. 

 

After I explained the situation, she agreed to let me in. 

 

As I entered the ward, the first thing I noticed was a long and rather narrow room with perhaps 

twenty to twenty five beds on either side of the center aisle and all were occupied. How was I 

going to find her among all those ladies? Ha, there she was about four beds down and talking to 

someone on the phone. Being the only male in the room, I was well aware of all the eyes looking 

in my direction. I approached the bed and stood there till she hung up the phone. I immediately 
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bent down and gave her a big hug and a kiss. I was about to tell her how nice it was to see her 

when a loud voice came from the far end of the room, "Hey, Wes, I'm down here!" 

 

What could I say other than "I'm sorry Ma'am," and make a hasty retreat, taking my severely 

damaged ego with me. Yes, I did give my sister a big hug and a kiss despite all the laughter and 

chuckling that took place. Years later my sister told me that shortly after my departure that day, 

she was approached by the lady who asked, "Do you have any other brothers in the area that may 

be coming to see you?" The woman never did give a reason for asking the question, so I can only 

speculate as to what it was. Either she enjoyed the hug and kiss, or she was going to demand that 

the ward doors be kept locked. 

 
Maxine Richards 
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That embarrassing event was soon to be more than 

compensated for when, a few days later; I met my "San 

Antonio Rose" - Maxine, Mac for short. I met Mac at the 

Manhattan Café immediately adjacent to the Majestic 

Theater in downtown San Antonio. I had attended a 

performance by the Ink Spots at the theater and afterwards 

stopped in at the cafe for a cup of coffee and there she was, 

sitting in a booth with a Western Union co-worker. There 

was no doubt in my mind that she was going to be my 

future bride. I mentioned this for a specific reason. Neither 

of us knew at the time that she would become a crucial 

factor to my survival months later. 

 

Upon completion of my ten day leave, I reported in to a combat training unit at Hillsboro County 

Airport just north of Tampa, Florida on what I believe is now the site of the Busch Gardens. The 

instructors were experienced combat pilots and what a rowdy bunch they were. A big night for 

them was to go into a Tampa bar and start a mock fight. When the whole room was involved, 

they'd quietly slip out the front door and watch as the military police arrived and hustled the 

innocent participants off to the guardhouse. But they were excellent pilots and instructors, so to 

each his own. 

 

The waters carrying me along were smooth as I continued 

flying the P-40 and also transitioned to the A-36. The A-36 

was the dive-bomber and ground support version of the P-51. 

What a beautiful aircraft that was! Comparing the P-51 to the 

P-40 was like comparing the present day power steering auto 

with the 1929 Buick, which, with a little luck, could be 

maneuvered by both hands on the steering wheel. 

 

After returning from my leave, I hadn't been able to forget 
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Mac and had maintained a correspondence with her by sending her collect telegrams through 

Western Union where she worked. Her boss eventually got tired of my correspondence, so after a 

couple of months I followed Army protocol and requested my commander's consent to marry 

and also a three day pass. He answered to the affirmative, so that evening Mac and I were 

married. She had arrived a day earlier after a two-day train ride from San Antonio to Tampa. The 

usual three day waiting period was waived for us, as was the case in most weddings involving 

military personnel. 

 

 
Maxine R. and Wesley L. Jule
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Chapter II 
 

In spite of my three-day pass, the day after our wedding I received word to report to the base 

because all "students" were being transported by truck to a field near Orlando, Florida. Again I 

visited the commander and he decided I could continue the three-day pass and then fly over to 

join the rest of the unit. I headed back to Tampa to my bride. It didn't work out quite that way; I 

was informed by the desk clerk that she had checked out. The other wives had persuaded her to 

join them and go to their husband's new assignment. So back to the base I went for a long and 

lonely night. 

 

The next day I got in a P-40 and headed for the new base - and to Mac. Upon my arrival, I 

learned it had all been a mistake and everyone, including Mac, was headed back to Hillsboro and 

Tampa. Well, I finally caught up with her and the honeymoon continued. 

 

A day or two later we moved to a hotel in Sulphur Springs - an old wood building with a bar 

downstairs and rooms above. At that time "Pistol Packing Mama" was the top tune so we 

listened to it continuously, day and night, from the jukebox downstairs. It became our "wedding 

song" - more or less. 

 

Two weeks later we were all in Tallahassee waiting for overseas orders. It was there that final 

good-byes were spoken. At that time Mac gave me a small ring, which I promptly placed on my 

left little finger. A few more waves and she was out of sight. 

 

From Tallahassee we traveled by truck to Miami where we boarded a C-46 (the flying cigar) and 

headed for Natal, Brazil. Enroute we refueled in Cuba and then flew to some airstrip out in the 

jungles of British Guinea. The night we spent there was an experience, sleeping under mosquito 

netting to keep the mosquitoes from swarming us and listening to the sounds of the birds and 

monkeys in the surrounding jungle. The humidity was so heavy, it was unbelievable. 

 

The airfield at Natal was crowded with airmen coming and going to and from Africa. It was there 

I saw my first mental casualties of the war. In World War I they called it shell shock. In World 
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War II it was battle fatigue. Whatever the name, they were all hunched over and trembled 

continuously. Some of them were in bad shape and I couldn't help but feel sorry for them. Back 

home in Bellingham, I had known a fellow who came back from World War I in shell shock. He 

was always quivering all over and when he talked, it was all jumbled up. He never recovered 

from it. 

 

The officers' mess was open twenty-four hours a day with long tables overflowing with bananas 

and pineapples. Much to my surprise I learned that a pineapple was white and not yellow. 

Whatever the color, it didn't matter. I certainly ate more than my share of both bananas and 

pineapples. 

 

After three or four days at Natal, we boarded a converted B-24 and flew on to Dakar, Senegal in 

Africa. Both the C-46 and the B-24 were equipped with the most treacherous seats ever designed 

by man - a long sheet of canvas divided into individual seats. I thought then, and still do, that the 

individual that thought of that idea should have been hung. 

 

We arrived in Dakar in the middle of a torrential rainstorm, which obviously had been going on 

for several days. I thought I was back at Shepard Field in mud up to my ankles. Our quarters 

were the same as those in British Guinea and Natal - tents. 

 

A couple of days later we boarded a C-47 and started our travel north along the coastline. We 

stopped at several airstrips to refuel and overnight at one place while an engine was replaced. 

Then on to Casablanca. 

 

Casablanca was a memorable place for we stayed overnight in one of the better hotels. The room 

was nice and the view from the balcony was terrific with a full moon and just the right 

temperature breeze gently swaying the palm trees. All I needed was Mac. 

 

The next morning we were back on the C-47 and on our way to a base near Constantine, Algeria. 

 

Upon arrival we were informed, much to our dismay that we were going to transition into the P-
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38. P-40's were being phased out and P-51's had not yet arrived in Africa. What an indignant 

group of pilots we were. Single engine fighter pilots going to fly that two engine monster - the P-

38? Unbelievable! How could the military do such a dastardly deed? Needless to say, we had no 

voice in the matter, so training began. After many hours sitting in the cockpit reading and 

rereading the Pilot's Handbook, and learning where each lever and switch was and its use, the 

time had finally come to take the "monster" off. 

 

My first reaction, when I started to taxi, was that I could actually see where I was going. No 

zigging or zagging as in the P-40 and the P-5l - just taxing straight ahead. It would have been 

nice if the designers of the P-40 and P-5l had thought about tricycle landing gear when they 

designed those aircraft. 

 

As I lined up for takeoff, I was surprised by the power of the two engines when I applied takeoff 

power. The aircraft shuttered and vibrated as though it couldn't wait for me to release the brakes 

and start the takeoff roll. The takeoff was nice and uneventful, but I was thoroughly impressed 

by the sudden jerk backwards as I released the brakes - lots of power in those engines. 

 

I headed out toward the transition area and all was going well. Suddenly it happened - the left 

engine quit. I thought, "Not again! Will I have to set this one down on a sand dune; I increased 

the power on the right engine and tried to restart the left one to no avail. Yes, I switched fuel 

tanks. The only thing to do was to feather the prop to prevent wind milling and call the tower for 

emergency landing instructions. While doing this, I checked the altimeter and couldn't believe 

what I saw. I was flying on one engine and still holding altitude. What a pleasant surprise! 

 

During the various briefings and classes, much emphasis had been placed on one essential rule. 

Never turn into a dead engine. But if you must, make it a shallow turn with lots of power on the 

good engine. I elected to make the turn and must have covered ten to twelve miles in the process. 

It was going to be a shallow turn and so it was. 

 

I lined up with the runway so far out I must have looked like a speck on the horizon. This time I 

was going to get organized and land that plane like it should be landed - on all three wheels. The 
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touchdown was as smooth as silk and I rolled to the end of the runway. As I was being towed 

back to the flight line I thought, "Maybe this isn't such a monster after all." 

 

My training continued as scheduled even though other abnormal events occurred - the frequent 

shots at night at would-be Arab thieves and the twenty-four hour continuous chanting in the 

nearby Arab village as they mourned their dead. Extremely nerve-wrecking! There was another 

thing we thought to be quite different. It involved French pilots flying the P-39 (Aircobra). The 

P-39 was notorious for its lack of glide ratio. Like the P-40, when power was cut, it dropped like 

a rock. The French pilots couldn't seem to understand that critical fact so all too many of them 

ended up in a heap at the approach end of the runway. Trying to stretch the glide was like 

committing suicide. Strange? The French had another quirk. They didn't believe in wearing 

parachutes and did so only after being ordered to do so. 

 

Another incident took place that would have been comical had it not been so deadly. It seems 

that a cook who had over-indulged on vanilla extract somehow got into a small light plane and 

took off. We on the ground stood in amazement as he performed maneuvers and aerobatics 

which had never been seen before by man, all so close to the ground he sent men scurrying for 

shelter. The base commander had seen enough of that - he ordered two P-38's be loaded with live 

ammunition to shoot the little plane down. The P-38's never made it airborne. A few minutes 

later the little plane went into a spin and spun into eternity. 

 

We lost one of our group when he apparently had oxygen problems while airborne and passed 

out. His funeral was a very sobering event, but it was a lesson to us all - make frequent checks to 

ensure the oxygen system is functioning correctly. Years later I attended a high altitude test 

chamber. The purpose of the test was to experience the effect of oxygen depletion. Those of us 

attending were given a writing pad and pencil. Then we entered the chamber. The air was 

pumped out to represent thirty- to forty-thousand foot altitude. In a few seconds 1 heard a 

buzzing noise, which increased in intensity as the seconds went by. Writing was impossible. 

There was no way 1 could get the pencil to go where I wanted it to go. It was an excellent test 

and had it been available years earlier, it might have saved my friend's life. 
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The land around Constantine was very barren as it was on the outer edge of the Sahara Desert. 

Very similar to our southwestern states. The relics of war were made evident by wrecked tanks 

and trucks scattered here and there. 

 

Constantine itself was a large city populated by Arabs and Frenchmen. The center section was 

very modem with a supermarket and other nice stores. A block or two from the city center was a 

completely different world. It was very primitive to say the least. But I guess the most 

memorable thing about the city was the noise of the honking horns. It seemed like the car that 

had the loudest horn had the right of way. 

 

There was another thing about Constantine that was certainly different. There was a long bridge 

over a very deep (I would guess several hundred feet) ravine near the city center. It was the 

favorite spot to dump Americans after robbing them. Because of these incidents, the city was 

soon put off limits, so that ended that. 

 

Upon completion of training, we were loaded into the bomb bay of a B-17 and headed for our 

new assignment. I don't know if the pilot was trying to impress us fighter pilots, but he surely 

did. He flew that bomber like it was a fighter. 1 was thoroughly impressed with the pilot's flying 

talent and with the B-17's maneuverability.

 

At our new home I was assigned to the 49th Fighter Squadron of the 14th Fighter Group, located 

near Tunis. The stay there was very short, however. A week or so later the entire group was 

transferred to Foggia, Italy. A few practice dive-bombing flights along with formation flying was 

about all we had time for. 

 

We had traveled by convoy to the outskirts of Bizerte, where we bivouacked on a hillside with 

our pup tents and gear. It must have been the rainy season for it seemed that each night a giant 

size thunderstorm passed overhead. The result was mud and more mud. Really not too 

comfortable sleeping on the ground. The field kitchen food wasn't the greatest either. 

 

After four or five days in Bizerte, we boarded an L.S.T. (Landing-Ship-Tank) and headed across 
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the Mediterranean Sea. Two things happened which impressed me. First was the excellent food 

served on board: fresh vegetables, real milk and eggs, and everything else, including fresh meat 

and ice cream. One thing I'll say about the Navy - they sure ate well. 

 

The second thing was an attack by a German U Boat on several ships up toward the head of the 

convoy. All pilots were immediately ordered "topside" with life jackets on and secured. A U.S. 

destroyer firing depth charges was about three hundred yards off our left side. What a beautiful 

sight to watch! The sea was fairly calm, so the destroyer left a long wave as it maneuvered in a 

circle and what appeared to be figure eights. It was like watching- a professional ice skater create 

figures on ice and all so gracefully. As it maneuvered, it continued dropping depth charges every 

five to ten seconds. As the charges exploded geysers of water would shoot high in the air. It was 

just like Old Faithful shooting water to its maximum height every few seconds. I couldn't help 

but admire the sailors on that ship. Had it not been for those two appendix operations in 1940, I 

could possibly have been on that very ship. 

 

As we neared the Naples dock, I got my first sight of the ravages of war and the terrible effect it 

had on civilians. We were greeted by perhaps a hundred small boats, rafts and anything else that 

would float. Each one was occupied by boys and girls. The boys begged for food and cigarettes 

and the girls were willing (begging is a better word) to sell their bodies for a slice of bread or a 

pack of cigarettes. I tried to rationalize by thinking the Italians were getting their just rewards, 

but there was no escaping the fact that these young kids had no part in creating Mussolini's Italy. 
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Foggia, Italy - Spring of 1944 

 

We were quartered in a bombed out hotel on the outskirts 

of Naples for about a week. Again, the horrors of war were 

evident, especially at each meal. A long line of Italians 

would line up next to the garbage cans and as each man 

came by with his tray, the first in line would scrape the 

remaining food off into a can or a pot or whatever would 

hold food. Needless to say, very little food reached the 

garbage cans. Also, it seemed that every American had lost 

his appetite because most trays were usually almost nearly 

full as men headed for the first garbage can. Also, quite 

often a pack of cigarettes or a chocolate bar would 

inadvertently be left on the tray. This was certainly a tribute to American compassion and 

generosity - especially so, considering the fact that helping the civilians was severely frowned 

upon by the military brass. 
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Foggia, Italy – Spring 1944 
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Tent Mates and Home Away From Home, Foggia, Italy 
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Dernier 217 
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49th Fighter Squadron, 14th fighter Group - Foggia, Italy 

 

 
Shower Facility 
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"Piggy Back" P-38 "With Passenger" 
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End of the Line for a JU-88 German Light Bomber

 

 
German ME-109 
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German ME-109

 

 
P-38 
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P-38 

 

 
P-38 
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B-25 – A General’s Personal Airplane

 

 
P-38 Re-Fueling 
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P-38 In-Flight 

 
P-38 Battle Damage 
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P-38 Hard Landing 

 

From Naples we moved east to the Foggia Valley. The airstrip was approximately six to seven 

miles east of Foggia. Foggia had been badly damaged by U.S. bombers so it was pretty much a 

mess with sewage lines broken and building rubble all around. 

 

The airstrip had been used by both the Italians and the Germans. It had been liberated just a few 

days prior to our arrival. The front was ten to twelve miles north of us so we could hear artillery 

and see reflections at night. I couldn't help but think about the soldiers up there while falling 

asleep on my air mattress in a heated tent. 

 

Speaking of heated tents, our stoves were makeshift affairs fueled by one hundred-octane aircraft 

gas. It wasn't too unusual to hear a stove explode and see a tent burst into flames, but they sure 

put out the heat. 

 

But all our time was not spent fighting the war. It seemed like something was going on daily 
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either on the base or in Foggia. The U.S.A. in Foggia was a popular place for soft drinks and 

gathering around a piano and singing. There seemed to be no shortage of G.I.'s with great 

playing talent. "Lady Be Good" and "The Indian Love Call" were among the most popular songs, 

along with Glen Miller music. I also had the privilege of attending a U.S.A. show featuring 

Irving Berlin. It was truly a great show, pretty much as has been shown many times on TV. 

 

A frequent visitor to the base was the Red Cross truck providing soft drinks and doughnuts. 

Comedian Joe E. Brown accompanied one such visit and provided us many laughs. 

 

 
Downtown Foggia
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Chapter III 
 

My first combat mission was a bomber 

escort flight to northern Italy. It was 

completely uneventful - no enemy 

fighters very little flak - just like a 

Sunday afternoon flight. However, the 

tranquility of the homeward flight was 

suddenly interrupted by the loss of my 

left engine. I had no luck on restarting, so 

I feathered the propeller and completed 

the flight to home base with no further 

difficulties. But on the way home I had a 

couple hours to think about the P-38 and its flying capabilities. As much as I hated to think it, I 

was getting very fond of the "monster." Again, the landing was smooth as can be. "Hangman 22 

(my call sign) had completed his first mission. Upon landing I attended my first mission 

debriefing which included one-ounce of "mission whiskey" served by the medics. An excellent 

way to unwind. Twice on later missions I was to return with one engine shut down. You guessed 

right - the left engine each time. That one will always remain a mystery. Why always the left 

engine, Why not the right one if for no other reason than to break the monotony, 

 

My next engine loss occurred near Ploesti, Rumania when the left engine developed an oil leak. 

It was in the middle of a "dogfight" and that was no place to be with an engine shut down. 

 

After feathering the propeller, I turned back towards Yugoslavia. In the turn I spotted two ME-

109's (Messerschmitt 109 - the best German fighter plane of the war) at my seven o'clock 

position about two to three miles away and perhaps three to four thousand feet below my 

altitude. I would not have seen them but for the momentary reflection of the sun from one of 

them. They spotted me about the same time I saw them. I saw them turn and head my way. As I 

completed my turn, there up ahead were about fifteen B-17's heading for home. I thought if I can 
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get underneath the B-17's, the 109's might be reluctant to get that close to the bombers. There 

were some tense moments as I judged their rate of closure with mine to the bombers. It was 

going to be close. How much longer would the right engine take full power? It looked like I was 

going to make it! The next problem was to keep the B-17's from shooting at me. There had been 

intelligence reports that captured P-38's had been known to join a flight of bombers only to open 

fire at the first opportunity. As I closed on the bombers I rocked my wings in every conceivable 

manner hoping they would get the message that I was in trouble. They did. The two ME-109's 

broke off a safe distance away from the effective range of the bombers' .50 caliber machine guns. 

The enemy pilots had a healthy respect for those tail and bottom/top turret gunners. I talked to 

one of the bomber pilots later and he remembered the incident. Every bomber crew in that 

formation was determined that the 109's were not going to shoot down their "peashooter" friend, 

as the bomber crews referred to us fighter pilots. 

 

But the anxieties for the day were not over. The B-17's began a descent through an overcast, so I 

backed off several miles before starting mine. I uncaged the artificial horizon (a gyro operated 

instrument showing the attitude of flight) and began the descent. After a few minutes the seat of 

my pants told me something was wrong. The artificial horizon indicated I was in a slight descent 

with wings level. My seat told me otherwise. A quick crosscheck of the needle and ball, the 

magnetic compass and the altimeter told me I was in a tight downward spiral about to enter a 

spin. I quickly recovered and continued the descent without further problems. I broke out of the 

overcast over the Adriatic Sea coastline of Yugoslavia. A good lesson I learned during 

instrument flying conditions was not to rely on one instrument, in this case a faulty artificial 

horizon. Continuous cross checking of all flight attitude instruments was an absolute necessity. 

 

As I flew across the Adriatic Sea it seemed like it was taking a long time to cross it. I wasn't too 

sure of my position or if I was on the right heading so I contacted "Jackstraw." Jackstraw was a 

Direction Finding (DF) system set up in Italy for aircraft assistance. The system was composed 

of three radio stations set up in a triangle approximately seventy-five to one hundred miles apart 

on each side. When a pilot requested a "fix" he would, upon making radio contact, transmit for 

ten to fifteen seconds by talking, singing, or whatever - as long as he was transmitting some type 

of signal. The three stations could then determine his azimuth from that station. By drawing the 
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three azimuths on a map, a fairly accurate position could be given to the pilot along with a 

heading to his home base or where ever the pilot wanted to go. I received my "fix" with about a 

ten-degree heading change and soon I was over the Italian coastline heading for home plate. 

 

Speaking of Direction Finding, an event occurred that will always remain a mystery to me. A 

pilot got separated from his squadron near Rome and started home on his own. He finally 

contacted one station but his transmissions were so weak only one station could pick him up and 

that station tried to contact him. His last known position was somewhere over the Mediterranean 

Sea on a southwesterly course. That course would have taken him to Africa if he had enough 

fuel, which he didn't. So, he ran out of fuel somewhere over the Mediterranean Sea. We could 

only speculate as to what may have happened. Perhaps he became disoriented or perhaps other 

factors were involved leading him to believe he was over the Adriatic Sea or, possibly he was 

relying on a faulty radio compass and not crosschecking with his magnetic compass. Whatever 

the reason he was never seen or heard from again. 

 

My next engine out experience occurred over the Anzio Beachhead. There were a few enemy 

fighters in the air and bullets were flying here and there. Apparently a stray one struck my left 

engine supercharger and it disintegrated in an instant. The supercharger was about a two foot 

round metal disk with fin-like protrusions on its outer edge. Its purpose was to force air into the 

carburetor at high altitudes. There was no problem getting out of the combat area for I simply 

had to dive while heading out to sea. After I landed, a check of the vertical stabilizers and the 

rudders showed numerous holes. Pieces of the supercharger fins had penetrated at the speed of 

bullets. 

 

My first encounter with enemy fire came during a dive-bombing mission just north of Cassino, 

Italy. The Germans were holding the Americans at bay because of the heavily defended 

monastery on top of Mt. Cassino. Our mission was to destroy a bridge over which German 

reinforcements and supplies were being transported to Cassino. We lined up and began the "peel 

off" into the dive for the bomb drop. Just after I lined up the bridge in my sights, I began firing 

the .50 caliber machine guns and the 20mm cannon. As I watched the traces speed towards the 

bridge, I noticed something else - the flashing of lights on the ground. They reminded me of 
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Christmas lights blinking on and off. But those were not lights - they were guns shooting at me. 

That's really the first time I thought, "A guy could get hurt doing this kind of work!" 

 

Perhaps now would be a good time to try to describe a mission and a dogfight and what it 

entailed. Most escort missions were about six hours long with fuel for about seven hours and so 

we often came home on fumes. Several aircraft had to land at an advanced base. They did not 

have sufficient fuel to fly another fifty to sixty miles. We were all hurting for fuel. 

 

A dogfight was just about what the name implies an air full of friendly and enemy fighters 

desperately trying to shoot each other down. It entailed many maximum turn rates (called 

"breaks") with accompanying blackouts. Blackouts were caused by G forces forcing the blood 

from the brain down towards the seat of the pants and the feet causing temporary blindness. The 

only remedy was to ease forward on the wheel and, by doing so, ease the G force. I would guess 

a pilot would be blacked-out about five percent of the time in a dogfight. 

 

In the P-38, throttles, RPM levers and fuel mixture levers were on the left side of the cockpit and 

controlled by the left hand. The throttles had a stop so only military power was available. 

However, there was a lever that could be released to allow the throttles to move to emergency 

power. Emergency power was seldom used except in a dogfight and then used only for short 

periods of time measured in seconds. The engines could not sustain that power for more than a 

few seconds at a time. 

 

The flap lever was on the right side of the cockpit with combat flaps integrated into the flap 

lever. Combat flaps were approximately thirty to thirty-five degrees of the full flap position. 

Their purpose was to increase the rate of turn or, in other words, reduce the turn ratio. The 

combat flaps played a major role during a dogfight since the aircraft that could make the tightest 

turn had a distinct advantage over his opponent. 

 

The engine instruments played an important role. Each gauge had a "green" line and a "red" line 

to the right of it. As long as the needle was "in the green" all was well. The needle moving into 

the red zone meant something wasn't exactly right. It could be just a temporary reading, 
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especially in a dogfight, and return to normal once the battle was over. If the needle stayed in the 

red, then a search began as to its cause. If the cause could not be identified and the needle 

continued to climb in the red, then engine shutdown would be necessary. Engine shutdown 

would occur only out of the battle zone if at all possible. 

 

During a dogfight there was a constant changing of hands on the wheel-working the throttles and 

RPM levers with the left hand while holding the wheel with the right hand, or holding the wheel 

with the left hand while working the combat flaps with the right hand - constantly shifting the 

hands back and forth as needed. 

 

A dogfight would go something like this: Squadron leader, "Bandits at nine o'clock high. Drop 

belly tanks." 

 

Switch to main tanks - drop tanks, fuel mixture to "rich" - increase engine RPM - push throttles 

forward to increased manifold pressure and engine power - turn gun sight, gun switch and 

camera to on position. 

 

"Element leader calls "Break left!" 

 

"Hard left turn - blacking out - ease wheel forward - change hands on wheel to get combat flaps 

down - blacking out - ease wheel forward - change hands - rolling out - change hands- combat 

flaps up - changing hands - back-off on throttle. In steep climb - firewall throttles leveling off -

throttles back. 

 

"Element leader, "Two bandits at two o'clock!" 

 

Right turn to meet bandits head on. Element leader firing - bandits firing. I see tracers of leader 

and bandits. One bandit explodes in a huge ball of smoke and flames. As the second bandit rolls 

over and heads for earth. 

 

I call element leader, "Bandits coming in at five o'clock." 
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Element leader makes hard right turn. Blacking out - ease wheel forward - push throttles forward 

- bandits pass to right - element leader in pursuit - push throttles to max. - Overtaking leader  

back on throttles - kick right rudder to "sideslip" aircraft, to quickly reduce speed. Element leader 

makes hard left turn - change hands - combat flaps down - add power - blacking out - ease off on 

wheel - rolling out - combat flaps up - change hands - throttles back - and on and on until the 

dogfight is over. All during the dogfight a quick check of the instruments is made and a constant 

check of the airspace, three hundred and sixty degrees up and down, looking for enemy aircraft. 

 

The constant maneuvering of the earlier P-38 models, without hydraulic control, was a very 

tiring exercise. It certainly built strong arm and shoulder muscles. Later models with hydraulic 

controls were much easier to maneuver. No or very little physical effort was required to move 

the controls. 

 

I hope the above gives you a general idea of a dogfight. But just to complicate matters, all of the 

dog fighting is done while flying formation. As the element leader's wingman (tail-end Charlie), 

my position was seventy-five to one hundred feet to the right and behind the element leader. So 

while all the action was taking place, I had to exercise extreme care to avoid colliding with his 

plane. We had one such accident at Foggia when a wingman collided with his leader cutting both 

booms off of the leaders aircraft. Both planes crashed and burned adjacent to the runway. Again 

another lesson - pay attention to what you are doing. 

 

I was credited with one enemy aircraft destroyed on another Ploesti bomber escort mission. On 

that day the Germans put everything into the air that even looked like it had wings. In my case it 

was an Italian fighter similar to the ME-109. He was at my one-thirty position heading towards 

my seven-thirty position and couldn't have been more than a half-mile away. I don't know what 

he was thinking about because I don't think he ever saw me. Possibly, he was concentrating on 

something I couldn't see. Whatever the reason, he gave me perfect lead and I pressed the trigger. 

I could see the tracers heading toward his propeller hub and then a big puff of black smoke burst 

from his engine. He disappeared in a cloud of smoke. I broke off and joined the rest of the 

squadron well satisfied that I had earned my keep on that mission. 
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Upon landing, my wingman confirmed what I had seen. He had watched the smoking aircraft hit 

the ground.  I asked if he had seen the pilot bailout and his answer was, "No, he went in with the 

plane." 

 

I felt bad about that and still do as a matter of fact. 

Aerial combat was completely different from ground 

combat where it was man versus man. In the air it was 

machine versus machine. You shot down the enemy 

machine or he shot down your machine. It was that 

simple, with little or no thought given to the fact that 

men were in those machines. Group Intelligence 

confirmed that the aircraft was an Italian Reggiane RE-2005 that I had shot down. 

 

NAME RK SERIAL UNIT ECH THEATER CR DATE POS TYPE ENEMY US ORDER WAR

JULE 
WESLEY 
L 

2LT AO01703109 49FTR SQ MTO 1 440507 N/A N/A N/A N/A N/A WW2

World War II Victory Credits Showing “CR - 1” 

 
There was one other mission that is etched in my memory. Again, it was a bomber escort mission 

where we were jumped by German fighters. I was flying "Tail-end Charlie." My job was to keep 

a close watch for any enemy fighters that may try to attack from the rear. The element leader and 

I became separated from the rest of the squadron in pursuit of a couple 109's. At one point during 

the wild maneuvering some objects began hitting my windshield. They were spent cartridges 

from my element leader's guns. That we were going straight up came as a complete surprise to 

me. I was so busy staying in formation with him that I had no knowledge of what position we 

were in. 
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Immediately after that encounter, we saw two B-17's about five miles away with two ME-109's 

above and to their rear. They were obviously setting up for a pass at the bombers. The element 

leader said, "Let's get' em!" 

 

We fire walled the throttles and headed their way. If we could get there before they made their 

pass, maybe we could make them change their minds. It was not to be. We were about a mile 

away when they made their pass and both B-17's went down. One was on fire and the other 

appeared to be okay but both aircraft went into a slow motion spin. We watched as both aircraft 

went in with no parachutes to be seen. What a shame. So near to saving twenty lives but just not 

enough speed to make that one crucial mile. That was a sad day. Even though we had tried, it 

was not much consolation. Just another thirty seconds or so was all that we needed, but as I said 

before, it was not to be. 
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Chapter IV 
 

The government was true to its word, so on 29 April 1944 I was commissioned a 

second lieutenant. Another step towards making my dream a reality. Now, if I 

could just stay alive! 

 

After my promotion, I experienced my first strafing mission, an airfield in northern 

Italy, near Venice. It was a very tiring flight. While flying for two hours at about fifteen feet 

above the Adriatic Sea, we had to exercise extreme care to remain in formation and still maintain 

adequate height above the water. One pilot didn't. He cartwheeled when he hit the water and 

immediately disappeared. As we neared the target on a northbound heading, we spread out 

abreast with about thirty feet separation between aircraft. The enemy was not expecting us, so 

our first sweep was uneventful, other than the squadron leader shooting down a JU-88 German 

light bomber as it was on its final approach for landing. The occupants never knew what hit 

them. One second they were airborne and the next second they were just several hundred feet of 

burning rubble. 

 

We began firing at anything in our line of flight. If there was not a specific target we "fishtailed" 

the aircraft to provide a wider area of bullet placement - much like using a wrist motion with a 

hose when watering flowers. 

 

There were three squadrons (forty-eight aircraft) involved with this mission, so it took several 

minutes for all of us to make our run. 

 

As the last aircraft cleared the target area, we made our turn southward for our second pass. This 

time the enemy was waiting for us. We had just reached the field boundary when the antiaircraft 

shells began exploding all around us at our exact altitude of no more than thirty or forty feet. 

Their accuracy was uncanny. Several shells exploded at my ten o'clock position near the aircraft 

to my left. He immediately made a hard left turn and I made a hard turn to the right. I never saw 

him again. At the mission debriefing the flight behind us reported they had seen him hit the 

ground and crash into some trees. I don't know if the burst of shells hit him or ground machine 
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gun fire got him. Whatever it was, he was gone and it was a sad day for the squadron. He was a 

real likable person who was getting close to the magic number of 50 missions – going home 

time. 

 

It was about that time that P-51's began escort duty. The P-38's would take the bombers to the 

target and the P-51's would escort them home. Naturally the P-51's pilots wanted to "play" with 

the P-38's, if for no other reason than to compare the performance of each aircraft. This play was 

extremely hazardous, especially if the P-51 was making a head-on pass in a combat area. At 

closing speeds of six to seven hundred miles per hour, the P-38 pilot was not going to sit there 

wondering if head-on traffic was friend or foe. It was a matter of shooting first and asking 

questions later. After several P-51's were shot down by friendly fire, they soon got the message: 

Don't ever make a head-on pass at a P-38 in a combat zone. 

 

The most perplexing events that occurred were the complete disappearance of aircraft while 

flying in formation. An aircraft would be there one second and disappear the next second, never 

to be seen or heard of again. During mission debriefings, the question was always asked, “Does 

anyone know what happened to so-and-so?" Nothing but negative replies. How they could 

vanish without someone seeing them will forever remain a mystery. One such incident involved 

a visiting full colonel wanting to get at least one mission to his credit. He was flying the 

squadron leader's wing when enemy fighters appeared. On the very first hard turn he 

disappeared, completely vanished. Needless to say the group commander wasn't too pleased 

about that. 

 

On 14 June 1944, on my twenty-eighth mission, we attended the normal pre-mission briefing 

getting the target information, bomber rendezvous point, altitude, and so on. It was to be a B-24 

escort mission near Budapest, Hungary, with a railroad yard as the target. Bombing altitude was 

to be twenty-five thousand feet, which meant that we would be at twenty-seven thousand feet 

during the mission. Intelligence wise, the bombers could expect heavy anti-aircraft flak. The 

intelligence officer went on to say that should any of us get into trouble and have to bailout, 

intelligence sources believed that many of the peasants would be friendly to Americans. Little 

did I know that within a few hours I would be remembering his words. As sort of an 
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afterthought, he added that we could expect a few ME-109's in the target area. 

 

After our briefing, the squadron took off, joined the bombers and proceeded on toward the target. 

As the bombers began their bomb run, we broke off and started to circle around to pick them up 

as they exited the target area. The intelligence officer was right about the heavy flak. There was 

one huge black cloud over the target and my heart went out to the bomber crews as they flew 

into and disappeared in the cloud. 
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All was going well when the squadron leader called, "Drop belly tanks!" and none too soon at 

that. The ME-109's were on us like a swarm of mad hornets, yellow nose hornets. The Yellow 

Nose 109's were flown by the elite pilots of the German Air Force. 

 

What followed is difficult to describe: aircraft going in all different directions, up, down, 

sideways and in every conceivable state of flight. Thus it was with the P-38's and the ME-109's. 

A P-38 going down over there trailing smoke, a 109 disintegrating over there and another just a 

black smokey streak in the sky. Another P-38 going down in a spin, flying through aircraft debris 

with spent shell casings battering the windshield along with black engine oil. Even when we 

went into the Luftbury maneuver it didn't seem to help. The Luftbury was a tactic where four 

aircraft would form into a rather small circle so at least one in the flight could see an enemy 

aircraft on the attack. It was something like circling the wagons for Indian attacks. 

 

Then I saw him: An ME-109 at about the ten o'clock position passing from left to right. I thought 

to myself, "If I just level my wings I should have about the right lead and a short burst should do 

it." 

 

I was right about part of it. I leveled the wing and it looked like a perfect shot in my sights. I 

pressed the trigger. Just as the guns began firing and it looked like the tracers were finding their 

target, I felt the sickening thud and the aircraft shuttered as enemy bullets found their way to 

their target - me! I quickly looked in the rear view mirror. There was a 109 so close to my tail 

that his nose cannon looked like a six-incher belching fire. I immediately made a hard left turn 

hoping to return to the Luftbury, but that was not to be. My left engine was on fire back to the 

tail and my right engine was spewing oil and coolant back to the tail. I told myself, "Jule, you're 

in trouble!" 

 

The textbook theory on a bailout was to put the aircraft in a level or slight climb configuration 

then slide down the wing and go under the horizontal stabilizer. Well, I couldn't go out the left 

side because of the flames and I had no desire to be boiled by the oil and coolant by going out 

the right side. There was only one thing to do - make a quick half roll and, once the plane was 

upside down, just simply fall out. I jettisoned the canopy and was just beginning the roll when it 
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seemed like the whole cockpit exploded and as if someone had dumped a load of dirt into my 

eyes blinding me. After numerous blinks, the dirt washed out enough that I could see the remains 

of the cockpit. I'm sure everyone has seen cartoons where some piece of sophisticated equipment 

has blown up and various gauges and dials are dangling back and forth on spring-like wires. 

That's the way the instrument panel looked at first glance. Then I saw the gaping hole dead 

center of the instrument panel where the cannon shell had hit. I thought how funny it looked. 

One second it was a nice orderly panel and the next second it was a complete disaster area. But 

there was no time to dwell on that. I had to get out and get out quickly. 

 

"All right, I'll try it again," I thought as I started the roll. Just as the wingtips reached the vertical 

position one of two things, or possibly both, happened. Either the left (bottom) engine quit or the 

controls were shot off. I think both happened simultaneously because the aircraft suddenly cart 

wheeled tail over the nose with the wingtips still vertical. I would guess I cart wheeled three 

times before going into a vertical, slow spinning dive. 

 

As the dive straightened out, I pulled back on the wheel to level out, but there was absolutely 

nothing there. No pressure, no nothing "Jule, you're in real trouble now!" I was talking to myself 

telling myself what I should do and how to do it. "I've got to get out of this thing in a vertical 

dive? Wonder if anyone has tried it and lived to tell about it? I'll simply stand up and the airflow 

should pull me out. I wonder if I'll clear the horizontal stabilizer? Wonder if the 'chute will open? 

Don't worry about that now. You have to get out first. Got to get home to Mac! OK, a couple 

quick breaths of pure oxygen and then I'm ready!" 

 

I had gotten halfway out when the airflow pinned my arms back and the parachute got hung up 

on something. The airflow was so strong it was difficult to get my arms back into the cockpit so I 

could grasp the wheel and pull the rest of me back in. 

 

"Well, that didn't work! Wonder how much altitude I have left? Hope this thing doesn't blow up 

before I can get out! I've got to try something else if I'm going to see Mac again! I've got to get 

out some way! Now, if I can raise myself high enough to get my feet on the seat and grasp the 

top of the windshield, I should be able to give a lunge up and forward and clear the seat. Hope I 
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miss the stabilizer. All set, a few more gulps of oxygen - got to see Mac again!" 

 

A leap forward and up and I was out of the cockpit like a cork out of a warm champagne bottle, 

spinning head over heels. I have no idea how many somersaults I made, but I wasn't keeping a 

count anyway. I caught a glimpse of the horizontal stabilizer. It passed within a few inches of my 

head as I flew over the top. That was my last sight of the plane. "Boy! That was close!" "Wonder 

if I'll ever stop spinning?" 

 

As the spinning eased off, I began thinking about the intelligence report of enemy aircraft 

strafing men in parachutes. "Better free-fall for a bit and, also, get down to a lower altitude for 

more oxygen." 

 

I don't know how many thousands of feet I fell but seemed like an awfully long time. "OK, this is 

it! Pull the rip cord and hope the chute opens." What a jolt it was, but what a most wonderful 

jolt! 

 

Was I scared? Not really. There was no time for that. I knew I was in a very precarious and life 

threatening situation, but I never even thought of the possibility that I just might not make it. I 

had to - there was no other choice. I had to see Mac again! •••• 

                                                 
• Wes told his son Bob, that he was flying a P-38 named “The Lucky Leprechaun” not “Mac” when he was shot 
down. 
Military Form WD AGO Form 53-98 indicates “Wounds Received in Action: Petfurdo, Jungary 14 June 1944” 
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Chapter V 
 

After the 'chute opened the first thing that impressed me was the absolute quiet. Where did the 

war go? No aircraft engines, no shellfire, not even the sound of a breeze as I descended. I was 

thinking it sure would be great if I could spend the rest of the day up there where it is peaceful 

and quiet when I saw the ME-109. He was about a half-mile away heading in my direction. I sure 

hoped he was not one of those pilots who believed chivalry in combat was dead. If he did then I 

was dead. If he didn't shoot first, I could at least wave at him as he flew to signify that I thought 

he had done an excellent job. He passed close enough that I could see him as I waved. No 

response. He made a tight left turn around me and then another. As he passed the third time, I 

waved again and this time he responded with a wave, rocked his wings, peeled off to the right 

and quickly disappeared. 

 

By this time my left upper arm and shoulder were getting sore. They should have been. The left 

arm of my flying suit was saturated in blood from the elbow to the shoulder. I wondered how bad 

it was. The flying suit looked like the moths had been having a feast. I felt my arm and shoulder 

and was relieved to find no holes and, even though sore, I could move them with ease. I stuffed 

my handkerchief inside my suit hoping it would stop the flow of blood or at least slow it down. I 

also took my pilot's scarf and wrapped it around my arm as tight as I could. Maybe that would do 

until I got on the ground. Then I saw a puddle of blood forming on my lap. It was coming from 

my eyebrows, nose and chin. Perhaps the most difficult thing I have ever done in my life was to 

take my hand and place it on my head and move it around, back and forth. There had to be 

something missing. Several times I repeated the gesture, but everything seemed to be there. 

"Nothing missing, so maybe it's not as bad as it looks," I told myself. 

 

I saw that I was rapidly gaining on the earth and, from my point of view; it appeared to be solid 

forest with a few open spots here and there. I pulled and tugged at the parachute shrouds trying 

to guide the 'chute to an open area. That turned out to be a lost cause - and it looked so easy in 

the movies! 

 

As I neared the ground it became certain that I was going to land in the trees. Instinctively I held 
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my legs tightly together as I had no desire to end up being turned into a "she" as I went through 

the branches. I went crashing through the limbs and thank goodness they were limber as well as 

small. I came to an abrupt stop with my feet a few inches above the ground. I looked up to see 

what had happened and there was my 'chute neatly draped over the top of a pine tree. 

Unbelievable! I had survived and I was almost on solid ground. 

 

After the war, I learned later that several of the squadron pilots had seen me go down. They 

reported to the debriefing officer that my plane was last seen in a vertical dive, on fire and 

rapidly disintegrating with no parachute in sight. This information was pretty much as the 

commander's letter to my family indicated, except he added that there was little hope of my 

survival. 

 

I quickly unbuckled the parachute harness and found the medical kit and the escape kit. I tore 

open the medical kit looking for sulfa powder or ointment, but someone had been there before 

me. At least the morphine and bandages were still there, so I shoved them in my pocket. The 

escape kit contained a compass, some silk maps, thirty dollars in American money, and a rubber 

coated hacksaw blade about four inches long. All that, too, quickly disappeared into a pocket 

except for the compass. A quick glance at it to locate south and then I ran fast. I estimated I was 

about two hundred miles from the Swiss border, which at that moment might as well have been 

half way around the world. 

 

As I ran through the woods, which had no undergrowth or brush, I saw many deer nonchalantly 

grazing. They would raise their heads and look at me for a few seconds and then go back to 

grazing. What a tranquil picture in contrast to what I was going through at that moment. I ran for 

what seemed like miles, stopping occasionally to check the compass and make sure I was still 

heading south. 

 

Eventually I came to a railroad bridge over a small gully. I got under the bridge to check my 

injuries and to put on some bandages. My upper arm and shoulder looked like I had been hit by a 

shotgun blast. It was getting to be quite sore, but at least the bleeding had stopped. Now, what to 

do? A look at the maps didn't help me. There were many railroads indicated, but I really had no 
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idea where I was. All I knew was that I was somewhere in Hungary. I also needed to hide the 

maps and the money, but, more importantly, what to do with my wife's ring? The answer to the 

maps and money was relatively easy. I pried up the insoles of my G.I. shoes and slipped the 

maps in one shoe and the money in the other. But what to do with the ring? I took off my left 

shoe and sock and slipped the ring on my little toe. The rubber covered hacksaw blade was 

something else. The idea was ingenious to say the least. Hide it in an inconspicuous place  

specifically, the rectum. Well, I really didn't need that, so into a pocket it went. I was ready to 

travel again. 

 

As I alternately walked and ran, I came to a dirt road that was more of a firebreak than a road, 

but it headed south. By this time I was getting tired, I had already had to stop several times to get 

my breath. I thought I would walk on the road for a while. It would be much easier than running 

through the woods. 

 

As I walked along, I heard something like a cart creaking behind me. I quickly hid behind some 

trees. I waited but couldn't see anything. A few minutes later a cart emerged from the woods and 

started in my direction. On it was an elderly gray haired man. He was driving a horse drawn, 

wooden wheeled cart with a load of firewood on the back. I remembered the intelligence officer's 

words that the peasants might be friendly. I had no idea what a peasant looked like, but thought if 

there ever was a peasant, this man must be one. The big question remained should I stop him or 

wait for perhaps something better later on? What to do? By this time my arm and shoulder were 

really getting sore and stiff. When I had checked the wounds earlier I couldn't feel any shrapnel, 

so obviously they had penetrated quite deep. What I needed was a doctor, not blood poisoning. 

 

As he came closer I was astounded by the fact that he could have been my grandfather's twin. 

Maybe my luck was still holding. Finding a peasant and my grandfather's twin, too. That was 

about as good an omen as I could expect, so I stepped out onto the road. 

 

The cart came to an abrupt halt. I must have really frightened the man. He threw his arms up and 

had a never-so-scared look on his face. Thinking about it later, I could understand what a shock 

it must have been for him. To be quietly moving along on his wagon in a most serene 
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environment and be suddenly accosted by a blood smeared individual of unknown origin. 

 

I held out my hands to show him I was not armed. That was the only mission I had flown that I 

had forgotten my forty-five pistol, but I did have my hunting knife, so I offered it to him handle 

first. 

 

At this he lowered his arms and seemed to relax a little. Then the sign language began. I was an 

American airman that had been shot down and was in need of medical help. If possible, I wanted 

to be taken to the underground. 

 

After considerable hand movements and body gyrations I thought he finally understood what I 

was saying. During the hand language I saw that he was eyeing my wristwatch and crash 

bracelet. I thought if I gave him the watch, bracelet and the knife, he would help me. In my mind 

that was a small price to pay, so I gave all three to him. I have often wondered what happened to 

the bracelet with "Jule" engraved on it. Perhaps someone over there probably still has it in his 

possession along with a story. Perhaps old great-granddad, after a vicious struggle, single-

handedly captured an American gangster. Who knows? 

 

He motioned to me to get up on the seat next to him and we started down the road. As we 

plodded along, he took a large piece of sausage and some black bread from a sack, cut a few 

pieces for himself and offered some to me. It was delicious and just what I needed to cheer up 

the day. 

 

We rode along for an hour or so and all seemed to be going well, but not for long. We came into 

a small clearing, which turned out to be a military outpost. I was immediately surrounded by at 

least a dozen soldiers all with rifles pointed at me. My first thought upon seeing the outpost was 

that it might had been an underground military unit. That was wishful thinking in its highest 

form. 

 

The soldiers' first order of business was to strip search me down to my shorts. Apparently 1 

wasn't moving fast enough. One soldier promptly stomped my left foot with his rifle butt. 
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Fortunately the G.I. shoe absorbed most of the blow, but I couldn't help but wonder if he had 

mashed my wife's ring. Anyway it smarted! 

 

I was then led into a house where a lady sat with all of my belongings on a table in front of her. 

Her English was badly broken, but at least I could understand most of what she was saying. Her 

first words were, we are your friends, so you don't have to be frightened. You can confide in us 

as to your mission, other crew members and, where they might be." 

 

I thought, "Yeah, that rifle butt was a poor way to greet a friend." 

 

After much conversation among themselves the soldiers returned my belongings to me except for 

my billfold. I was then escorted to a waiting truck and would you believe a Ford truck? I got up 

on the truck bed along with at least two dozen soldiers, all with rifles and even a couple machine 

guns pointed at me. I don't know what they thought I might do that would require such security 

measures. 

 

The word that an American gangster had been captured passed quickly around the area and soon 

the entire truck was surrounded by women and children with an elderly man here and there. As I 

stood in the truck they gathered closer to get a better view of the "monster." The children were 

very curious but each time they moved closer a foot or two, their mothers would jerk them back 

to their sides. I can still see those kid's big brown eyes staring at me like I was something out of 

science fiction. 

 

I had a case of the sniffles, so I was carrying a Vicks inhalator in its usual container. I reached 

into my pocket, took it out and started to unscrew the cap when all the women frantically fled 

dragging their kids behind them. Strange. I wondered what happened. About that time, the lady 

interpreter came running out to see what all the commotion was about. She asked me what 

happened and I replied that I didn't know. All I did was take the inhalator out of my pocket and 

everyone scattered. It turned out that the spectators had thought I had pulled a bomb out of my 

pocket and, by unscrewing the cap; I was setting it to explode. 
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A short time later a captain arrived and we began the journey to who knows where. I was to learn 

later that had I told the interpreter that "grandpa" had taken my watch, bracelet and knife, he 

could have been shot. Robbery was punishable by death. However, even if I had known that at 

the time, I doubt that I would have said anything. He looked too much like my grandfather. 

 

As we drove along the highway, the truck suddenly stopped and the captain got out and walked 

over to a smoldering B-24 crash site. In the meantime, I had gotten off the truck and was 

standing by the roadside when he returned with a piece of Plexiglas. The captain didn't speak 

English but judging from the sign language he wanted to know how it was made. I shook my 

head and said I didn't know. That was obviously the wrong thing to say. He backhanded me 

across the face. Again he asked me and again I said I didn't know. This time he started yelling 

and shouting at me. I gathered from his tone of voice that what he was saying was not very 

gentlemanly. 

 

Back in the truck again, we traveled to a rather large town and stopped in front of a large brick 

building. I was ushered upstairs where a heavy-set civilian sat at a desk. He couldn't speak 

English and I couldn't understand Hungarian, so I was escorted from the room as he and the 

captain talked. I was taken outside and told to stand against the wall of the building, while about 

six or eight soldiers stood out in front about thirty or forty feet away with rifles pointed in my 

direction. I wondered if they would be my firing squad. Every once in a while a soldier would 

run the bolt of his rifle through for no apparent reason. If they were trying to frighten me they 

most certainly succeeded. 

 

After a wait of ten or fifteen minutes, the captain returned and we jumped into the truck again. 

The next stop was at the S.S. Officers' Club. 

 

As I entered the building, I was immediately impressed by the grandeur of the place. Nice soft 

thick carpeting, chandeliers, impeccably dressed S.S. officers, many beautiful young ladies in 

cocktail dresses holding champagne goblets, while another girl played classical music on the 

piano. I'll say one thing about the S.S., they certainly went first class while they were in power. 
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An S.S. colonel approached and had a few words with the captain. After the Heil Hitler salute 

along with the clicking of heels, it was out the door and back to the truck. 

 

During the time I was in the club, I was pretty much ignored by everyone. Previously I had been 

the center of attention, but at the club it was as though I wasn't there. I was given a quick 

sideways glance by someone passing close by, but that was all. Perhaps this was part of the 

officer's training and the training of the officers' ladies. If it doesn't concern you, ignore it. 

 

Once again the news had traveled quickly. When I came out of the club I saw a large gathering 

of girls across the street. They were in a fenced in area that looked like it was some type of girls' 

school. As I walked toward the truck, they began waving. I wondered who they are waving at, 

me, the soldiers or the S.S.? I guessed it wouldn't hurt if I waved back. Maybe there were some 

friendly faces over there. I waved and immediately felt the sharp point of the bayonet in my rear. 

I decided I wouldn't do that again! 

 

The journey for the day ended at a Hungarian Army post where I was placed in a room with 

several guards. I wondered if it was really necessary to have those rifles constantly pointed at 

me. I wasn't going anywhere. 

 

A doctor soon arrived and took one look and said something sharply to the guards. We 

immediately headed for the shower room. Obviously the doctor thought that I should at least be 

clean if he was going to treat me. 

 

In the shower room what was I going to do with the ring on my toe? If I wore it, the guards 

would surely see it and if I tried to hide it in my clothing that too would be seen. The solution 

was simple. When the guards weren't looking I faked a couple coughs and slipped the ring into 

my mouth. As I took my shoes off, I glanced at the insoles and there was no indication of the 

maps or money stashed underneath. As I walked to the shower I passed a mirror. I couldn't 

believe what 1 saw. I moved my head to see if the reflection moved. It did - it was me! 
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There was a line across the top of my forehead where my helmet had been and a line across my 

nose and cheeks where the oxygen mask had been. In between was a bloody mess of red, black, 

blue and purple. It looked like someone had stomped on me with hobnailed logging boots. No 

wonder everyone stared at me. I would stare, too, if I saw someone that looked like that. I also 

had two dark red bands extending upwards from the crotch along the sides of the lower 

abdomen, and one band across the chest. Those bands were the width of my parachute harness, 

or about two inches. I had worn my 'chute too loosely and, when the 'chute opened, the harness 

had snapped against my body. I resolved the next time I was going to have that harness tight, 

tight. By morning the bands were black and blue. 

 

As I stepped into the shower the guards started laughing, pointing at me and saying, "Jude, 

Jude." 

 

It took a moment or two to figure that one out. As an infant I had been circumcised and, 

therefore, to them I was a Jew. I shook my head and pointed to my blonde hair, but that didn't 

matter. I was circumcised, so I had to be a Jew. In fact, one of the guards came running to see the 

sight. While I finished my bath they all stood there laughing, pointing and shouting "Jude, Jude." 

I slipped the ring back on my toe when it came time to put my socks on. No one was the wiser. 

The guards were too busy talking and laughing about my "condition" to notice. Then I was led 

back to the room where the doctor cleaned the wounds, applied some salve and bandages. 

 

My first night in captivity was a restless one, not because I was tired but because of the bed bugs. 

The straw mattress was infested with the nasty things. That was the second time I had 

encountered them, the first time being on the train from Washington to Texas. 
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Chapter VI 
I was awakened early and given a little bowl of barley soup. 

Afterwards I was put back on a truck headed for the railroad 

station escorted by four guards. There I was told to stand 

against an outside wall with the tracks in front of me. Within a 

few minutes several hundred very angry civilians had gathered 

along with a number of the infamous Hitler youths. As time 

went by the crowd turned into a lynch mob. Soon the Hitler 

youths were throwing rocks and were joined by the adults. 

Everyone was screaming and indicating by their hand and arm 

movements that they wanted to hang me. Thank goodness the 

soldiers realized that the situation was getting out of hand. 

They pressed me against the wall and shielded me with their 

bodies. At the same time they pointed their rifles at the crowd 

and yelled something in Hungarian. The crowd quieted down. 

A few minutes later the train arrived and the mob dispersed. 

 

We entered a coach and, after the guards rousted some civilians out of a rear seat, we sat down. 

There was no question that I was the center of attraction. A constant stream of people passed by 

going from one car to another, staring as they passed. Some with angry and pure hateful 

expressions and others with no expression whatever. Soon a well-dressed gentleman came up 

and offered the soldiers a cigarette and then offered me one, which I gladly accepted. I wanted to 

shake his hand, but the girls' school and the bayonet lesson had not been forgotten. I uttered a 

sincere "Thank you." He had made my day up to that point and I was sorely in need of a friend. 

Budapest is actually two cities, Buda and Pest, separated by the Danube River. As we 

approached the Buda station the guards tied my hands behind my back. We quickly got off the 

train and boarded a streetcar. 

 

As we traveled through the city I began to realize why the population was so hostile. Instead of 

the American style billboards, the Europeans use columns or pillar like structures and each pillar 

held a dozen or so propaganda posters. Every conceivable vicious act supposedly perpetrated by 
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the Allied air forces was displayed. Everything from Americans bombing hospitals and schools 

to the British dropping booby-trapped toys on night missions. Each American airman was 

depicted as an American gangster, a Chicago gangster in particular. The posters were blood 

chilling in every respect and it was difficult for me to believe that anyone could or would think 

up such horrible propaganda. I was nearly sick to my stomach after seeing so many versions of a 

child standing with no hands and an exploded toy on the ground. No wonder the civilians felt 

such an intense hatred toward me. 

 

As I looked around I saw hundreds and hundreds of Nazi swastika flags hanging from buildings 

and flagpoles. The ride had a profound effect on me. I was completely surrounded by hostile 

people and everywhere I looked I saw a very hostile environment - Nazi posters and flags and 

enemy soldiers. I was a lonely and apprehensive young man deep in enemy territory. The long 

ride ended when we stopped in a large square in what appeared to be the center of Pest. 

 

We immediately proceeded to an old, dirty, red brick building, which looked like it might have 

been the city jail. I was taken upstairs to a large room where a dozen or so other newly captured 

Americans were standing with their guards. The next half hour proved to be incredible in every 

sense of the word and the fact that it happened is still difficult for me to believe. 

 

A guard motioned for me to stand next to an opposite wall, which I promptly did. The only thing 

that struck me as being different was that I was the only one with bound hands. A short time after 

our arrival, the door opened and in walked another member of my squadron with his guards. He 

didn't look too good either, with many bruises on his face and two black eyes. Our eyes met, but 

not a word spoken. I wondered if he was in one of the 38's I had seen heading for earth. A short 

time later a portly civilian came out of his office and walked over to the other captives, checking 

each dog tag as he passed. I was the last one in line. He took one look at my tags and 

immediately barked an order. Quicker than it takes to write this, my hands were freed. He then 

motioned for me to follow him into his office. 

 

First, let me apologize for the guards that bound your hands. That is a violation of the Geneva 

Rules of Warfare and should never have happened. Our country abides by the rules regardless of 
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the situation." I was amazed at his good American English with hardly a trace of accent. He then 

handed me a card. "This is a Red Cross notification card that you are a prisoner of war. The Red 

Cross will notify your government so they can notify your next-of-kin." 

 

I filled it out and returned it to him. 

 

He then began the usual interrogation. "Where is the rest of your crew, what type aircraft were 

you flying, where was your home base?" Each time I replied that I could only give my name, 

rank and serial number. He then leaned back in his chair and said nothing for a few seconds. 

 

"Your dog tags indicate your home town as being Bellingham, Washington. Is that correct?" 

 

"Yes sir." 

 

A long pause followed and then the incredible happened. "I own a house and property in 

Sumas.” 

 

Sumas is a small town eighteen miles north of Bellingham, on the Canadian border. 

 

He continued, "I lived there a number of years, but came back to Hungary to bury my mother 

shortly before the war started." He made another long pause. "When I tried to return to the 

United States, the Germans would not grant me exit papers. Instead I was forced into the army to 

be utilized as an interpreter with the rank of major." 

 

He began asking questions about Bellingham and talked about the places and things he knew so 

well. "We used to attend the movies quite often at the Mt. Baker and Grand theaters. We always 

enjoyed driving to Bellingham at night on the Meridian Highway. We could see the Bellingham 

Hotel's tall neon sign for miles away." 

 

The Meridian Highway was less than a quarter mile from my home and where I used to stand 

waiting for the school bus. I wonder how many times I had seen him drive by or how many  
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times he had seen me waiting there, neither one of us knowing that some day we would meet half 

way around the world and he would be my enemy and I would be his. 

 

"How about the Pastime Cafe - the restaurant across the street from the Leopold Hotel? We went 

there quite often. While my wife and daughter went shopping, I would go to the back room and 

play cards. Is Deihl Motor Company still there? I bought a new Ford from them several years 

ago." He talked on and on about where they would go and what they did. He knew Bellingham 

better than me and I was born and raised there. The Pastime Cafe was on Cornwall Avenue about 

two hundred feet from where two years before I had seen my magnificent dream. 

 

He went on. "My wife and daughter are still in Vancouver, British Columbia waiting for my 

return. I hope to join them after the war and return to Sumas." His final question was, "Who's 

winning the war?" 

 

I replied, "We are." 

 

He then appeared to return to reality and leaned forward and said, "I have no further questions. 

You will be held in a cell downstairs overnight and then tomorrow we'll get you to a hospital." 

 

He got up, walked toward the door and then stopped. He held out his hand and as I shook it he 

said, "Good luck and God Bless you, son." 

 

With that he opened the door and I left. 

 

That night as I lay on the straw mat it seemed like hours before I slept. The events of the day 

were overwhelming. The lynch mob at the railroad station, the horrifying propaganda posters and 

then the major. How could all this be possible? Could all this be a bad nightmare from which I 

would soon awake? Was the major telling the truth or was German Intelligence so sophisticated 

they could process information in less than twenty-four hours? Why did the major tell me all 

those things? Perhaps it was just nice for him to talk to a "neighbor." On the other hand, if he had 

spoken the truth, perhaps he, too, was sorely in need of a friend. I was in such deep thought that 
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if the bed bugs were biting I didn't notice it. It was not till I drifted off into a light, hazy sleep 

that I knew the bed bugs were again out in force looking for their evening meal. 

 

The next morning I was transported to a hospital and into a ward where, much to my surprise 

was the pilot I had seen the day before plus three other members of my squadron, including the 

squadron leader. After much shaking of hands and pats on the back, each one described how he 

had been shot down, bailed out and was captured. It was like a class reunion. After much 

discussion we carne to the conclusion that between thirty and forty ME-109's had jumped us. We 

also came to the conclusion that if five of us were in the room, surely there must be four or five 

more P-38 pilots who had been shot down but were not accounted for. We were to learn later that 

the five of us were the only ones shot down that day. 

 

The next morning, after I had battled the bed bugs all night, a medical corpsman carne in and 

asked in broken English, "Who needs a shot this morning?" One fellow said, "I do." The 

corpsman proceeded with the shot. The only problem was the needle was so dull that, rather than 

penetrating, it caused a scratch about an inch long. The second time the corpsman succeeded. 

However, each morning thereafter, when he carne in and cheerfully asked who needed a shot 

there were no takers. 

 

Shortly after the corpsman's daily visit the doctor would come in and make his usual check of 

injuries and change bandages. He could speak English quite well and would stay around for a 

few minutes and talk. He was quite hostile, but nevertheless wanted to talk. During the various 

conversations, he mentioned how terrible it was that the Americans were bombing schools and 

hospitals and that the British were dropping booby-trapped toys. We emphatically denied any 

such doings. We were civilized humans and not about to commit such atrocities. 

 

One morning, the doctor came in, but this time he appeared to be very dejected and, when asked 

why, he responded. "I found out last night that the booby-trapped toys were being made in Pest 

and they (the Nazis) would take off and fly the same route as the British bombers flew that night, 

dropping the toys en route." With that he shook his head and left. 
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One evening we were sitting around chatting when the most bloodcurdling screams engulfed the 

building. We could only make out a few words and they were, "No! Please! Don't!" So, we knew 

it was an American. The next day we asked the corpsman about it and he explained. It was an 

American airman who had parachuted out of a bomber and landed in a barley field. 

Unfortunately the barley was being cut by peasants using hand scythes and they literally cut him 

to pieces before the Hungarian soldiers could rescue him. 

 

The following day we asked the corpsman how the airman was doing, but he said he couldn't talk 

about it. We never did learn anything about the fate of that poor soul. We did realize that we 

were fortunate because some, or all of us, could have suffered the same fate. 

 

One afternoon we were allowed to go outside into a large courtyard to walk around and enjoy the 

fresh air. Immediately adjacent to the courtyard chain link fence was a huge compound filled 

with Jews, thousands of them. As we neared the fence a Rabbi and several other elderly men 

called us to come over to the fence. The Rabbi said they had heard us talking, so they knew we 

were Americans. Their first interest was how the war was progressing and if we had any 

thoughts about when it might end. The only thing we could tell them was that it seemed to be 

going well. The Normandy Landings had taken place and Allied Forces were now on French 

soil. They seemed real pleased to hear that. Their second concern was what, if anything they 

could do to help us. As we talked they gave us cigarettes and portions of bread. We asked about 

the compound and its purpose. The answer was simple. It was a gathering place for Hungarian 

Jews for the purpose of deporting them to Germany. The Rabbi and the others were fully aware 

of what their future was going to be - the gas chambers or slaughtered at some pit site. 

 

I had read in the papers, usually on or near the back page, about what was supposed to be 

happening in Germany, but I, like so many others, thought it was more a propaganda ploy rather 

than the truth. Surely no civilized nation could ever conceive such a plan and then actually carry 

it out. But here it was, we were face to face talking to future victims. 

 

As I looked around I saw women washing clothes in makeshift tubs, cooking on campfires, 

talking and laughing among themselves. There were also many children running and yelling, 
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playing children's games and all wearing the yellow Star of David. Why were they not praying or 

crying and why are these gentlemen asking how they can help us when they are in such dire need 

themselves? 

 

I asked why there were no young men in the compound and the Rabbi's reply was, "They are all 

in Buda or Pest digging up unexploded bombs." Each day the able-bodied were transported to 

the previous nights bombing site to perform the grizzly task of removing the duds. 

 

The Rabbi then asked if we had given any thought to escaping, to which we replied we hadn't. 

"We may be able to help you. We'll be watching for you tomorrow and if you are allowed 

outside again we can talk about it some more," he said. "We must be going now, till tomorrow. 

God Bless you. " 

 

We later discussed his suggestion very quietly among ourselves. We wondered what kind of plan 

he had in mind. Maybe he had ties to the Hungarian underground. Tomorrow we would find out. 

 

Tomorrow came and again we were allowed outside. With great curiosity we headed toward the 

fence. Where was the Rabbi? A few minutes later the same men we had talked to the day before 

walked over to us. "The Rabbi is gone. Last night he was taken from the compound and I 

probably on his way to Germany." 

 

What a disappointment. Not about the possible escape plan, but the fact that a fine gentleman 

was en route to his rendezvous with death. How sad! Who knows how many of those same 

thousands of Jews eventually followed him to their rendezvous with the gas chambers or the 

slaughtering pits? What a sobering thought. 

 

After five or six days in the hospital I was taken out by car. I sat in the back seat between two 

stone-faced civilians. They looked neither left or right, only straight ahead and with absolutely 

no expression. The chauffeur drove over a bridge spanning the Danube River, which was just as 

brown and dirty as it looked from the air. We drove quite a distance before entering a guarded 

courtyard of a large stone building surrounded by high walls and strategically located sentry 
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posts. I had arrived at the federal penitentiary. Once out of the car, I was ushered inside and 

upstairs to solitary confinement on the top floor. The steel door slammed shut on what was to be 

my home for the next three weeks, give a day or two. I soon lost all track of time. It was either 

nighttime or daytime - nothing more. 

 
Budapest Prison (Federal Penitentiary) 

 

My new home was a small room approximately four and a half feet wide and eight feet long, 

about the size of a 4 x 8 sheet of plywood. It had one barred window about six feet from the floor 

and roughly twelve inches by eighteen inches in size. There was a small table about eighteen 

inches square on which lay a spoon and a roll of toilet tissue. Well, not exactly toilet tissue. A 

more accurate description would be white rough sandpaper rolled up to look like toilet tissue. 

There was a rickety old chair and a metal bed with the familiar straw mattress covered by a 

ragged blanket. Bathroom facilities consisted of an old battered up tin bucket and a small pail of 

drinking water. "Well," I thought to myself, "it's not the most comfortable place I've been, but at 

least I'm still alive and that is something to be thankful for." 

 

My first and subsequent evening meals consisted of a tin full of barley soup. "Don't these people 
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eat anything but barley soup?" I wondered. As I prepared to take the first spoonful, I spotted 

what looked like maggots. I took a second look and sure enough that is what they were, or a 

cousin of the maggot that enjoyed barley. I very carefully picked out the worms and threw them 

in the bucket. In spite of that, I ate the barley anyway. 

 

The next morning the tin of barley arrived along with a piece of black bread. Again, I separated 

the worms from the barley. 

 

The evening meal was the same as the previous one, but this time my attitude was, "Worms, 

you'll have to look out for yourselves!" Down it went worms and all. 

 

It wasn't long till I was pacing the floor. From the wear on the wood boards, it had been paced 

thousands of times before. I spent most of my time pacing; counting the boards and number of 

cracks in each one; counting the number of bed bugs killed the night before; counting the number 

of threads in the old blanket; and playing solitaire. Playing solitaire? On the second or third day I 

asked the civilian who brought the food if he could bring me a pencil. The next day he brought 

one about two inches long, but that was all I needed. I very carefully tore the toilet tissue to make 

playing cards - not the greatest but they served the purpose. Ever try to shuffle playing cards 

made of toilet tissue? It isn't easy! 

 

It was strictly forbidden to look out the window. One particularly mean guard would walk 

around in his stocking feet and look through the door peephole. If he saw someone looking out 

the window, he would promptly enter and slap the prisoner around. I learned the hard way when 

he caught me standing on the end of the bed watching B-17's pass overhead. There were many 

prisoners who swore they would return after the war to make sure that guard was dead and, if 

not, to kill him. 

 

Several days after my beating, I watched another group of B-17's bomb the railroad yard about a 

half-mile away. This time I sat on my chair. I stayed away from that window. As the bombers 

approached I heard this earsplitting whoosh, whoosh. I had no idea what it was till I saw the 

rockets heading skyward. The rocket launcher was directly above me on the roof. I had never 
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seen or heard a rocket up to that time, so that was something new and it sure sounded mean. 

 

As I watched the bombers, one of them peeled off to one side and gradually went into a spin 

heading straight down. I saw only one parachute emerge. What happened next was like 

something out of a nightmare. The "88" guns followed the parachute from the moment it opened. 

I could see the familiar puffs of black smoke as shells exploded near the parachute. The "88" gun 

was perhaps the best anti-aircraft gun used by any country in WW II. It was extremely accurate 

at all altitudes and was even used as an anti-tank weapon. However, I'm sure the designers had 

no idea that it would be used as an anti-parachutist gun. As the airman came closer to earth, the 

heavy machine guns began firing. They were followed by light machine gun and rifle fire, then 

pistol shots. The airman was slumped in his parachute harness as he disappeared from view. 

 

During my time in solitary, the British made frequent night bombing runs. The sky would light 

up like a fireworks display as the air raid sirens screamed and the rockets went whoosh, whoosh. 

The rockets were pretty as they climbed leaving a trail of fire. I wondered how anything so pretty 

could be so deadly? 

 

For me time seemed to stand still. Each minute and hour seemed like an eternity. Pacing and 

more pacing. Only God knows how many times I walked back and forth. Pacing time was also 

thinking time. "Is my wife all right? Are my folks and family all right? I wonder if they know I'm 

a P.O.W. or am I still in the "missing in action" category? I'm okay but they probably don't know 

that - must be a terrible strain on them. Now that I'm here, what happens next? Doesn't Hungary 

have anything besides bed bugs and wormy barley? My dream - has it been worth it? Wonder 

how the war is going? How long till it ends? Sure glad I have a belt otherwise I couldn't keep my 

pants up - sure getting thin. Guess the Rabbi is probably dead by now - wonder how many more 

of the Jews have followed him?" And a million more thoughts as I paced and paced. 

 

Sunday was a special day. The evening meal consisted of the usual wormy soup plus about a 

one-inch cube of horsemeat and an extra portion of black bread. A real delicacy. I couldn't help 

but look forward to the next Sunday. 
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The day finally carne when the guard motioned me to get out. Where I was going or what I was 

going to do was immaterial to me. I was getting out of that room. 

 

I was taken to a room where ten or twelve other prisoners stood waiting for something to happen. 

After about thirty minutes of almost complete silence, we were informed that we were moving 

out. Where to was not mentioned. We were herded downstairs, into a truck and off to a railroad 

station. There we climbed into a "40-8" boxcar (40-8, forty men or eight horses) with four 

German guards. The door slammed shut and we were on our way to somewhere. The boxcar was 

not the cleanest. It was obvious that someone had failed to clean up after the previous occupants 

- horses. Much to our relief, when we were on the outskirts of the city, the guards opened both 

doors. The guards didn't appreciate their quarters either. 

 

After several hours on the train, the question of escape came up. We very quietly discussed the 

subject taking frequent breaks in order not to alert the guards that a problem might be heading 

their way. The general consensus of opinion was that we were not physically capable of making 

a run for freedom. Also, we were all in our flying suits. It didn't seem logical that we could run 

down streets and alleys without drawing a great deal of attention, particularly as bloodstained as 

some of us were. The question was settled when it was decided that perhaps an escape 

opportunity would appear at our destination, wherever that was. 

 

One of the prisoners could speak a little German, so before long a rapport was established with 

the guards. The doors remained open and even when we were on a sidetrack they remained open. 

The only difference was a guard would stand at each door to make sure we didn't take advantage 

of the situation. 

 

We left Hungary and entered Czechoslovakia. I was pleasantly surprised at how much the 

countryside looked like western Washington with beautiful tree lined, crystal clear streams and 

lots of green grass. How nice it would have been to take my wife on a picnic and just sit back 

and enjoy the scenery. Just as appealing was the thought of jumping into the water for a good 

bath. I had not had a bath since the evening of my capture and I had almost forgotten what a 

toothbrush and a razor looked like. Needless to say none of us were in any condition to attend a 
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social event. 

 

Food, when it was available, was extremely poor. It was usually in the form of a piece of black 

bread and a reddish berry jam. The bread was so bad at one point that it raised a legitimate 

question. Which part should I eat first, the moldiest part or the least moldy part'? As I mulled that 

question over in my mind, the answer came like a flash. Simply cover the entire piece of bread 

with jam, then eat it. The diarrhea that followed was indescribable. 

 

Several times during the train trip, our morale and spirits soared. Those times occurred at various 

places while waiting on a sidetrack. The first time, as we were sitting there looking out at the 

various buildings, an arm and hand appeared just inside an upstairs window. Suddenly 

Churchill's "V" for victory sign appeared. Just for a moment and then it was gone. How nice it 

was to know that we had at least one friend out there. The same thing happened on several more 

occasions. We couldn't have asked for anything better, except our freedom. 

 

Perhaps the most memorable event took place while we were sitting on a siding. Directly across 

from us on the next rail sat four or five other "40-8's." The door facing our side was open but 

covered with a heavy concrete type wire mesh. Inside these cages were young women who had 

been forcibly rounded up by the Nazis in Hungary and were now on their way to German 

brothels to entertain the soldiers. A few were laughing and some crying, but most had a sort of 

blank expression on their faces. They seemed to enjoy talking to us because we were Americans. 

 

We were also enemies of the Third 

Reich, which was responsible for 

their being there. It was indeed a sad 

sight. 

 

After a couple of days travel, we 

arrived at our destination: Stalag 

Luft III, Sagan, Germany. 

For me it had been a month of rough 
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sailing and, since joining the Army Air Corp, I had experienced many harrowing events. Perhaps 

now the waters of life would calm down a bit. Or were all of these experiences nothing more 

than a tempering process, preparing me for even more harrowing events in the future? Only time 

would tell. 
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Chapter VII 
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st is that the North Compound was the site of the "Great 
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manned sentry boxes high 

above the barbed wire with 

machine guns set up and 

ready for use. 

 

siness was personnel processing. An official P.O.W. 

photo taken and a P.O.W. dog tag issued. I was now official 
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German prisoner of war (Kriegsgefangenen) number 6611 - "Kriegie" for short.  

 

The next event was a bath. Needless to say, we were a bit apprehensive about entering a shower 

facility based on our Jewish friends' description of the death chambers. But we could see 

American and British men walking around in their respective compounds, so that eased our 

anxieties considerably. First was de-lousing and then the showers. De-lousing consisted of a 

bucket of disinfectant being poured over my head. The warm bath was wonderful, my first since 

the day of my capture. Then came the issuance of new uniforms, not officer type but regular G.I. 

clothing. But that didn't matter. It was clean and it was nice to get out of my bloodstained 

clothing. 

 

I was assigned to the South Compound, which housed some twenty-five hundred Americans. I 

felt like the new kid on the block, but it was a great feeling of relief to be able to walk and talk to 

other Americans without any guards present. 

 

We newcomers were greeted by the camp adjutant and briefed on camp rules. Emphasis was 

placed on the German rules governing camp life, the fact that we were still part of the U.S. 

Armed Forces and that we were expected to conduct ourselves accordingly. Immediately after 

the briefing, each of us met privately with the camp adjutant and "Big X" (head of the escape 

committee) for a debriefing concerning any intelligence information we might have acquired. I 

had very little in my estimation, but they wanted to know everything whether I thought it 

important or not. So I told them about the peasants hostility against Americans, about the Jewish 

compound and the conversation with the Jewish Rabbi, as well as about the dropping of booby 

trapped toys by the Germans, the Hungarian major, the rocket launcher on top of the prison the 

shooting of the airman in his parachute and the V for victory sign I saw enroute. I then took off 

my shoes and gave them the maps and the money. They seemed very appreciative to get both. 
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Stalag Luft III Camp Layout 

(Overview) 
 
1678. JULE, WESLEY 2LT 01703109   USAAF 127/12 F PILOT 
 BELLINGHAM, WASH   6611  P-38 6-16(14)-44| 
 ATTACKED BY ME109’S LEFT ENG. SHOT OUT. BAILED OUT- 
 LANDED 20MM FROM MAR. HUNGARY. 20MM FRAG. IN LEFT ARM, 
 BOTH HANDS. CAPT. BY CIVILIANS. 
 ESCORT OIL TARGETS, NORTH LAKE BALLATINE (LAKE BALATON) 
 AIR MEDAL-M-P- 10-11-23  28 
(Red text indicates corrections by W. L. Jule after reviewing data compiled by Bombadier Ewell Ross McCright of Benton, 
Arkansas. McCright’s records documented each airman’s situation at the time of capture. These were concealed from the German 
authorities during war time and were revealed only after liberation by U.S. forces)) 



 90

 
Stalag Luft III Camp Layout 

Detail of “South Camp” 
(Wes’ bunkhouse indicated by arrow) 

 
Location of Wes’ room in bunkhouse 
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Camp Life 

Check mark indicates my bunkmates 
– Clockwise: 
Capt. Kennedy (Room Furher”) 
Lt. Williams (Teacher) 
Lt. Shoemaker (Mathematician) 
Lt. Buckner (Pool Hall Operator) 
Lt. Westheimer (Writer, “Ryan’s 
Express”) 
Lt. Alvarado (Hardware Clerk) 
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P.O.W.’s Across the Hall from My Room 
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Camp Life 

 

The X committee was composed of officers for the special purpose of reviewing escape plans. 
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Once a plan was approved, they coordinated all activities relative to the plan, such as forged 

identification papers, civilian attire, maps, money, train schedules, anything that would help 

make an escape successful. Also, they coordinated all diversionary activities designed to distract 

the guards' attention during any escape attempt. 

 

After the debriefing we were provided with bedding, toothbrush and toothpowder, razor, a bar of 

soap and eating utensils. We were then ready for our room assignments. 

 

I was assigned to a room, which housed seven other officers. There was a mathematician, a 

writer/newspaperman, a hardware clerk, a pool hall operator, a mortician, a teacher and a 

professional military officer. There was an enormous difference in background, but we all had 

two things in common: We were all flyers and we were all prisoners of war. The writer was 

David Westheimer who wrote several books, including Ryan's Express, which was later made 

into a movie starring Frank Sinatra. 

 

My first night in camp was peaceful, if for no other reason than there were no bedbugs. We were 

up at six-thirty A.M. and within a short time the "cook for the week" had prepared oatmeal mush 

and toasted German bread with jam along with coffee. I was back to civilization. 

 

It was evident the food had been prepared very carefully. Each slice of bread was within a few 

thousandth of an inch to being the same thickness and, likewise, the thickness of the jam. Each 

meal was prepared in the same manner. The exact, or as close as possible, portion was given to 

each man. The purpose was obvious. We were all under enough stress. We certainly did not need 

any quarreling over the size of the portions served. 

 

Red Cross parcels were delivered weekly on a one parcel per man per week basis. In addition, 

the Germans provided bread, potatoes, cheese and salt. Oatmeal or barley soup was provided 

three times weekly. There seemed to be an unlimited supply of kohlrabis, which is similar to a 

rutabaga. It took hours and hours of boiling to soften the fiber enough to eat it. Even then it was 

like eating wet wood. We tried every conceivable manner of cooking, but it all ended up the 

same - wet wood. 
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A man was selected "cook of the week," rotation style, while others were designated as "stooge 

for the day." The stooge's job was to wash pots and pans and help the cook. We had army type 

dishes and silverware, but the pots and pans were made by the P.O.W.'s. They were 

manufactured from Klim tins (milk spelled backwards) that were cut and put together with 

overlapping joints, which were then hammered tight with a spoon. To make them leak proof a 

barley or oatmeal mush was prepared in them to seal them tight. They worked fine. 

 

Occasionally the Germans brought in blood sausage, which wasn't bad eating, providing you 

didn't think of the ingredients. But the stoutest of all foods was the fish cheese. The instant it 

came into the building it's stench would permeate every room, nook and comer. It made 

Limburger cheese smell like roses and it tasted as bad as it smelled. Nearly all the blood sausage 

and all the fish cheese ended up buried outside. Little did we know that months later we would 

have cherished those foods. 

 

There were many ingenious methods of cooking meals, such as ground up graham crackers for 

use as piecrusts and cakes. Toothpowder was used as a substitute for yeast in cake baking, and 

potato water was used as a starch substitute. Chocolate bars were melted and mixed with Klim 

and then heated for pie filling. There seemed to be no end of ideas on how to improve different 

dishes and all from a few ingredients. About the only time I saw anyone confused about what to 

do with food was when we received some German bread dated 1918. Once the mold was cut off 

it tasted like the normal German bread, except there seemed to be more than an ample amount of 

sawdust mixed in it. 

 

Appel (roll call) was different from anything I had ever seen before. All block personnel would 

fall out and line up in a formation five men deep. The Germans would then count the front line, 

multiply the count by five, add the last column if appropriate, make a record of the count and 

then move on to the next block. The German captain would then present himself to the camp 

commander and state the number counted. If the number was not correct, then it was up to the 

commander, or his aides, to explain the discrepancies in the count. 
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The camp facilities were excellent considering the adverse conditions. We had a theater, which 

was built by the P.O.W.'s for presenting plays, an excellent band that boasted several 

professional musicians from big bands, a library, a camp newspaper and a public address system 

that was used like a radio station. There was a basketball and volleyball court as well as a 

softball diamond. All these were primitive, but served their purpose beautifully. The most used 

facility was the camp perimeter walk way. This well-beaten path was used by hundreds of 

P.O.W.'s during daylight hours. I would guess it was a half to three quarters of a mile around the 

camp and it was almost a ritual to walk around it many times a day. Not only was it good 

exercise, but it was a good time to be alone. 

 

There was a guard rail along the perimeter about thirty feet from the barbed wire, electric fence. 

That area was between the rail and the fence was “No mans land.” The guards had strict orders to 

shoot and kill any person who stepped into that area. Needless to say, we treated that guard rail 

with great respect. 

 

During the evening hours, we spent our time reading, playing bridge or hearts, playing poker 

with match sticks or cigarettes, or just laying on the bunk thinking of home and when would the 

war be over and wondering "What did I do wrong or what could I have done to avoid being shot 

down and made a P.O.W.?" I guess that question went through the minds of every P.O.W. 

Bridge was a favorite pastime. It was serious bridge, yet played in a friendly fashion with lots of 

patience demonstrated by all players. Despite the close quarters, I can only remember one 

occasion when tempers flared and other roommates had to step in to avoid fisticuffs. I think that 

is a real tribute to the Americans easygoing attitude and self-discipline. 

 

One of the most memorable occasions was when the old-time windup record player came to our 

block with the "Marie" record. That was the first time I had heard the record and enjoyed every 

second of it. As the record player moved from room to room, it took a large following with it, 

including me. Even today the instant I hear, "Marie" my mind goes back to my room at Stalag 

Luft III. 

 

Several times German ME-I09's and FW-l90's buzzed the camp and put on acrobatic shows. 
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Excellent flying! Later in the day the pilots would come into the camp and talk with us. The fact 

that we were enemies never entered into the conversations. We had one thing in common and 

that was that we were all flyers. We enjoyed their visits and they seemed to enjoy ours. No 

animosity - just the friendship of flyers talking to flyers. 

 

Air raid shutters were closed tight and locked at dusk and lights went out at 11:00 P.M. No one 

was allowed outside after ten o'clock. The outside doors were locked at that time. Up to 10:00 

o'clock we were allowed to go to the library, the theater or just visit friends in other blocks. The 

only restriction was that the main walks had to be used going from building to building. After 

lights out the shutters were opened for fresh air. Occasionally rifle shots would interrupt the 

stillness of the night followed by the sound of trucks and German soldiers talking all at once. 

Guards fired most of the shots into rooms that failed to close their shutters or where the shutters 

were accidentally opened before lights out. Fortunately no one was seriously injured or killed. 

 

The day after my arrival at Stalag Luft III, a piece of shrapnel in my hand became infected, so I 

was sent to the camp hospital which was staffed with one German doctor and a number of British 

corpsmen. After sticking five needles around the shrapnel area and emptying syringes of what I 

thought was a Novocain solution, the operation began. I found out quickly why five husky 

Englishmen were there: - one on each leg, one draped over my chest, one holding my head and 

the fifth holding my hand in place. Whatever the deadening was supposed to do, it didn't. I felt 

every fraction of an inch cut by the doctor's knife. The shrapnel was about a half inch deep so I 

could feel the muscles snap as the knife cut through. At one time the doctor had his finger inside 

the incision trying to find where the metal was. "Surely German medicine has progressed more 

than this!" I thought to myself. A fluoroscope was finally brought in and soon the shrapnel was 

located and removed. What a relief that was. Even the stitching felt good in comparison to that 

knife. I was then taken to a room to spend the night, so the incision could be checked the next 

day. The next day the incision wasn't to the doctor's liking so I stayed another day - until 20 July 

1944. 

 

On 20 July, late in the afternoon several other P.O.W.'s and I were sitting around chatting when 

the quiet was broken by what sounded like a herd of cattle entering the building. S.S. troops in 
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full combat gear, including the hobnailed boots, came stomping down the hall accompanied by 

S.S. officers and Gestapo personnel shouting orders. Each room was checked for something or 

someone. They disappeared as quickly as they had come. We learned later that an attempt had 

been made that day to kill Hitler, so the soldiers were obviously looking for someone connected 

with the assassination attempt. That was the start of the "night of the long knives" when 

thousands of German officers and civilians were arrested and executed because of their 

complicity, or even suspected complicity, in the plot. 

 

It was also the day the German military salute was abolished and, thereafter, it was the "Heil 

Hitler" with arm outstretched. I don't believe our German captors were too enthusiastic about the 

new salute, but the alternative was unthinkable. We never found out who the soldiers were 

looking for and the main compound was not aware of what happened or why. It was not until we 

were briefed at "soup's on" that we learned of the attempt on Hitler's life. 

 

"Soup's On" was a code word used to gather a representative from each room for a briefing on 

the latest news from the B.B.C. (British Broadcasting Company). A clandestine radio (canary) 

was used, so the P.O.W.'s were pretty well up to date as to how the war was progressing on the 

western and eastern fronts, as well as the war in the Pacific. The Germans knew we had the 

radio, but never did find it despite their numerous searches. Based on the "soup," each room had 

a map pinned on the wall showing the location of each front. The Germans would come into the 

rooms on one pretext or another, but it was quite obvious they were interested in our "war maps," 

too. As time went by, the fronts came closer and closer to Stalag Loft III. 

 

The talent in the camp was amazing. There were mining engineers for tunnels, forgery artists, 

watchmakers, tailors, teachers and musicians. You name the profession and it was represented. 

The only two professions missing were doctor and dentists. In fact, we even had some real 

Chicago gangsters that were caught up in the war and ended up in Stalag Luft III. 

 

Escape tunneling was active and ingenious in every respect. The soil was sandy; so much shoring 

up was required to prevent cave-ins. If you saw the movie "The Great Escape" you know what 

the tunnels looked like. It was not unusual to plop down on the bunk only to find another bed slat 
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missing. The mining engineers needed more shoring materials. The bottoms of the floor joists 

were covered with boards and they also disappeared at a rapid rate. One tunnel was found by the 

Germans, who immediately brought in a tank and ran it back and forth to cave it in. In the 

process they also caved in a second tunnel they didn't know existed. While all the "X" activities 

were going on, "duty pilots" would stand guard at strategic locations to watch and record the 

coming and going of all Germans. When appropriate, signals were given and all "X" activities 

ceased until all was clear again. It was an extremely well organized operation. 

 

As I recall we were allowed to write a couple letters a month back to the states on a special 

P.O.W. form letter. Not much could be said as each letter was censored. "I'm okay and well" was 

about all that could be said about our situation. Most of the letters were questions as to how 

everyone was at home. I received six or so letters from Mac and my folks, which was also on a 

special form, lightweight letter. P.O.W.'s who had been there for a long time received parcels 

from home consisting primarily of underwear, socks and civilian clothing, including shoes. Mac 

sent a number of parcels, but I never received them. All parcels were thoroughly inspected by the 

Germans and anything that even looked like it could be used for escape purposes was 

confiscated. 

 

Mail call, about once a week, was the event of the week. Many P.O.W.'s were happy to hear 

from home while others were disappointed that their name wasn't called. And some wished their 

name had not been called when it was bad news, such as a death of a friend or loved one. But 

even more sad was to receive a "Dear John" letter, which no P.O.W. needed: A wife asking for a 

divorce or a girl friend writing that she had found someone new. Many of the "Dear John" letters 

were posted on the bulletin board for all to read. I guess it was good therapy for the recipients. 

 

One day as I was walking the perimeter, I heard a lot of shouting and wolf whistles along one 

small portion of the fence. I walked over to see what all the commotion was about. There were 

two German women on the other side of the main fence exposing various parts of their bodies to 

the P.O.W.'s some of whom were enjoying every minute of the exhibition. There were several 

"Early Birds," Americans who had gone to Canada for flight training shortly after England 

declared war on Germany. They had been prisoners for three or four years and had not seen a 
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woman in that time, so their memories were perhaps a little dim. Their memories were quickly 

refreshed. Rather than watch the show, it was more interesting to see the actions, or reactions of 

the P.O.W.'s as the show continued: Some cheered, others whistled, but most just stood there 

with sort of an awed look on their faces. 

 

Fall arrived and so did my birthday. On October 11, I became a man. On each man's birthday, 

the "Cook for the Week" prepared something special, such as a cake or pie. It was good eating 

that day. However, at about that time, Red Cross parcel rations were reduced to half a parcel per 

week. The Germans provided more barley soup to compensate for the loss of Red Cross food. 

 

Winter came and soon the fire pool was turned into a hockey rink. The first game was interesting 

because a particularly obnoxious lieutenant colonel was on one of the teams. We had semi-

professional hockey players, too. The game started and within a few seconds it was, "Sorry, 

Colonel, didn't mean to hit you." "OOPS, sorry, Colonel, can I help you up?" "Sorry Colonel, the 

stick got away from me." After about three minutes of play the bleeding Colonel was led off to 

the dispensary for first aid treatment. Apparently he never did get the message. Afterwards he 

was still the same obnoxious person as before. 

 

As the temperature fell, the rooms were getting quite cold in the early morning hours. We were 

limited on the number of briquettes issued, so they were used sparingly. The briquettes were 

similar to barbecue briquettes, but about the size of a half brick. The two blankets I had were not 

enough to keep warm, so I, like most everyone, sewed the blankets together with many 

newspapers stuffed inside. It made a fine comforter. Later, I doubled it over and sewed the sides 

together to form a sleeping bag. December came and so did the possibility that we just might get 

home for Christmas. The allies were racing across Germany and the eastern front was moving 

forward by leaps and bounds. It all looked so good that most P.O.W.'s were preparing for the day 

of liberation. We washed our uniforms, pressed and neatly stored them under our mattresses for 

the big day. Included in my wardrobe was my handmade tie. I very carefully had cut the tail off 

my khaki shirt and painstakingly had sewn a tie. It looked pretty good after being pressed – not 

as good as a store bought one, but it still would do very nicely. Then came the Battle of the 

Bulge! 
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That was a bad day for us. We couldn't believe that the Germans had broken through the Allied 

lines and were, perhaps, changing the course of the war. Even at best, it was delaying our 

liberation day to some day in the distant future. Morale was at an all time low as all hope for 

being home by Christmas suddenly evaporated. That Christmas was far from being merry even 

though every attempt was made to stimulate enjoyment. Underneath it all were worried faces. It 

was a grim time for us all. We felt the normal homesickness associated with being away from 

loved ones during Christmas, plus concern that the war was going badly. 

 

We had heard rumors that the Germans might move us further west to avoid our capture by the 

Russians. But this was just a rumor. Surely no one would give serious thought to moving ten 

thousand P.O.W.'s by foot for any distance and in the middle of winter. How wrong we were. 

 

Around the twentieth of January the camp commander issued instructions for all P.O.W.'s to 

prepare a pack for a pullout if it was called for by the Germans. This we did, leaving only 

enough room in the pack for rations to be given out at the last minute. On 27 January 1945, 

around nine o'clock in the evening, we got the word. I was watching a stage show at the theater 

along with hundreds of others when the commander went on the stage and announced we would 

be leaving within a matter of hours. The supposedly impossible had happened. We all made a 

quick exit back to our rooms for last minute preparations, among which was the division and 

allotment of the remaining food, including a dozen or so sugar lumps. According to the medical 

technician, sugar would provide us extra energy if we needed it. Then we waited, checking and 

rechecking our packs. At approximately ten-fifteen P.M. orders came to fall out. 

 

We, in the South Compound, lined up in formation as any other military unit preparing for a 

march. The air was still and the moon was shining, so it didn't feel like it was 40 below zero the 

coldest winter in Germany in years. The German guards with their dogs walked briskly along the 

column making sure everyone was lined up and ready to go. These guards were elderly, forty to 

forty five years old, or younger men physically unfit for combat duty. At eleven o'clock we said 

good-bye to Stalag Luft III and soon to change to turbulent rapids. 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Escape Items from Official German Files 
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Tunnel “TOM” Discovered by the Germans Before Completion 
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Tunnel “HARRY” Used by Seventy-Five British Officers in the “Great Escape” 

(First of two plates showing camp orientation) 
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Tunnel “HARRY” Used by Seventy-Five British Officers in the “Great Escape” 

(Second of two plates showing camp orientation) 
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Theater Activities 
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Stalag Luft III Newspaper 
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Stalag Luft III Newspaper 



 138

 
Arts and Crafts Display Room 
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Chapter VIII 
 

The first couple hours of the march went well, with lots of joking and singing. But, by the time 

several hours had passed, that all had changed. Packs were getting heavy and extra weight was 

being discarded. By that time, the soles of my G.I. shoes had come loose clear back to the heels 

and were flapping open with each step. I thought I would just tie them up with an extra pair of 

socks and maybe that would do. It didn't. Every hundred feet or so I had to re-tie the socks as 

they kept slipping off the toe. On we went with more and more items being discarded along the 

roadside. Pictures of loved ones, letters from home, newspapers, extra civilian clothing, 

including shoes, were among the numerous items. I was a little dismayed at some of the things 

being thrown away, especially the photos of wives and kids. Surely whoever threw them away 

must really be hurting. I saw my roommate (the mathematician) throwaway a pair of brown 

wingtipped oxfords and I was on them like a cat on a mouse -just what I needed! He wore a size 

twelve and I wore a nine, but that didn't matter. I stuffed the wet socks into the toes and was on 

my way. I wore those shoes for the next three months. 

 

Five hours after the start of the march, we stopped for a forty-five minute rest period. 

Unfortunately, my portion of the column was on top of an autobahn overpass. The moon was still 

shining, but the wind had begun blowing briskly- At forty below zero the wind bit into the skin 

even though most of us huddled together behind a wall of snow and ice that had been removed 

from the road surface. A frequent check of faces was made to detect any signs of frostbite. At 

that time we were all issued a half loaf or German bread. The horses pulling the ration wagon 

couldn't pull the wagon up the overpass, so rations were issued to lighten the load. That half loaf 

of bread was our sole supply of food from the Germans for the next seven days. 

 

Once again we were on our way, but not in formation now, just twenty-five hundred men 

struggling to keep on their feet. The casualties began to ascend as men started falling by the 

wayside, unable to go one step further. We all agreed that we must stop soon or we would perish, 

but that was not allowed. We marched and stumbled on another eight hours, finally stopping at a 

farm, which had a huge barn. It was now noon. We had been marching for thirteen hours and had 

covered thirty kilometers (eighteen and one half miles). We went into the barn and immediately 
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dropped onto the hay in the first available spot. The only thing we could do was rest. We were 

too tired to really sleep. 

 

Four hours later we were rousted out for the next leg of the march. By this time, it was snowing 

heavily and approaching blizzard conditions. This leg was to strain every man to the maximum. 

The snow was about fifteen inches deep so the head of the column would trample the snow for 

several hundred yards and then fall back so the next group could move up to break the snow. 

This went on for the entire remainder of the march. Within a couple hours the wind changed to 

blizzard conditions. It was difficult for me to see the man in front of me, especially with the 

snow blowing horizontally. Casualties were really mounting as man after man collapsed on the 

road or in the ditch. At first we tried to help as many as we could, but soon it became evident that 

we were physically incapable of helping such a huge quantity of causalities. As one major 

pointed out to two men dragging a third, "Leave him as one casualty or keep carrying him and 

end up as three casualties." 

 

By this time it was an immense problem for me to place one foot in front of the other. I told 

myself, "Come on Jule, get that foot up there. You can do it. You've got to do it! Maybe another 

sugar lump will help." 

 

There was no semblance of marching now, just slipping, stumbling and the sound of crunching 

ice and snow mixed with our groans. In away, I was envious of those who lay by the side of the 

road or in a snow bank. They looked so comfortable and restful as they lay there dead. At the 

same time, I had a sense of anger towards them. Why are they not on their feet here on the road 

suffering the same pain and agony as I? Why did they take the easy way out? A tired body and a 

tired mind will do strange things. I was so tired that I gave no thought to the next three, ten or 

fifty feet down the road. Just placing one foot in front of the other was all that mattered. 

 

The guards were having even more problems. Being elderly and physically unfit, they were 

dropping in their tracks. It was a common sight to see a guard throw his rifle, pack and grenades 

into a snow bank and then an American pick them up and pass the equipment around for other 

P.O.W.'s to carry for the guard. When a guard fell, several P.O.W.'s would pick him up and 
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literally carry him, even though frequent changes of "helpers" was required. Why? It was 

important to keep up the appearance of the guards doing their duty: one, to avoid confrontation 

with the civilian population and, two because we knew a guard would be executed if it were ever 

known he had thrown his equipment away. We also hoped for a change in the guards' attitude 

toward us P.O.W.'s. Even the dogs seemed to sense that their masters were in serious trouble, as 

they made no attempt to stop us from helping the guards. Rather, they just stayed close to their 

masters and walked along with the rest of us. Even now I can hear the guards muttering "Muede, 

muede, muede, (tired, tired, tired). That had me really confused for a while. I thought they were 

saying "Mother, mother." 

 

At one point the column stopped at the outskirts of Maskau for five or ten minutes while the 

German officers were trying to figure out what direction to go. Then we went back to marching. 

Several hours later, we stopped again. This time the surroundings looked familiar. The Germans 

had guessed wrong and we had completely circled the city. We couldn't believe it! 

 

At one o'clock in the morning we reached our destination for that stage of the march, a glass 

factory on the outskirts of Maskau. It was hard to believe that I had actually survived the 

previous nine hours and, in the process learned the true meaning of the will to live. That was all I 

had left. I'm sure the hundreds and hundreds who didn't make it I'm sure had the same will to 

live, but their bodies could no longer function. 

 

By the time I entered the factory, a fire had been started in each of the three furnaces, so the 

building was getting warm or at least the chill was taken away. What a relief to sit down, or 

rather, collapse on the concrete floor. Every muscle in my body screamed for rest. I had sat there 

for only a few minutes when an American colonel came along saying, "There are men outside 

dying, get out there and bring in as many as you can." As tired as we were, we rushed to the door 

and backtracked along the long line of men waiting to get in. We picked up dozens and dozens of 

men, carried them in and laid them by the furnaces. All together I would guess perhaps two 

hundred men, including guards, were brought in before we reached the point where there were 

no more outside. Then I went back to my spot to sleep. By this time the building was warm and it 

was 3:00 A.M. We had marched another twenty-six kilometers (fifteen miles), not counting the 
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"sightseeing" tour around the city. 

 

The Germans had scheduled us to leave early that morning, but the P.O.W.'s were having no part 

of that. Many of them had already hidden clubs, rocks, chunks of metal and concrete – anything 

that could be used as a weapon. We were not moving. The commander explained the situation to 

the German officers and they reached an accord that we could stay another night. In return, the 

commander assured the Germans that all P.O.W.'s would willingly be ready to march the next 

day. Thus, what could have been an ugly confrontation was avoided. Perhaps another deciding 

factor was that the German guards were in no condition to continue the march either. 

 

There were approximately three hundred men flat on their backs with no feeling in the lower 

portion of their bodies. It was some type of paralysis caused by complete physical exhaustion, 

only a temporary condition. However it was one which prevented them from continuing the 

march, so they were left behind accompanied by the medical technician, a captain who had 

completed several years of medical school. 

 

We left the glass factory as scheduled and walked and stumbled another eighteen kilometers 

(more than eleven miles). It had stopped snowing and the wind had died down, but it was still 

tough going. Most of the eighteen kilometers were on back roads with a couple feet of snow and 

drifts. We lost many more men before reaching our destination of Graustein. There we were 

quartered in barns and chicken houses. The Germans made no effort to feed us and the few 

rations from Stalag Luft III were depleted. The German guards did a complete one hundred and 

eighty degree turn as far as attitude was concerned. Gone was the German arrogance and in its 

place was a smile when spoken to. They were well aware that had it not been for American 

compassion they would probably be dead or heading towards a firing squad. Even the dogs 

seemed to detect the difference, no longer the lurching snarl, just a quiet growl. 

 

Several times during the march, we had to give way to miles and miles of refugees heading west 

from Poland. Some had horse drawn wagons with all their belongings, including furniture. 

Others had cow drawn carts with few belongings, and many were just walking. Old, young and 

those in between plodded along to avoid capture by the Russians. It was a sad sight; especially 
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the children all huddled up trying to keep warm. They passed by the thousands without saying a 

word. Some of the P.O.W.'s tried to talk to them, but there was no response. They were almost 

like zombies, looking neither left or right, - just forward, at the rear of the wagon ahead. 

 

The next day we walked another eighteen kilometers to an army post at Spremberg. There a 

count was made and then another two kilometers to the railroad station. By this time our food 

was gone and our hunger pains began. They were to last for the next three months. The march 

was ninety-four kilometers (fifty-eight miles) long and I have heard figures that two hundred to 

twenty-seven hundred P.O.W.'s were lost enroute. I would guess the number was somewhere in 

between considering the other three compounds of twenty-five hundred men each that followed 

us. I was told the twenty-seven hundred figure came from a B.B.C. broadcast. We had "canaries" 

that worked both ways. In addition we were buzzed several times, when weather permitted, by P-

51's who, I assume, were reporting our journey and progress to Allied headquarters in England. 

We were also buzzed several times by German ME-I09's that sent us scurrying for the ditches. 

Fortunately they didn't fire, but they certainly succeeded in scaring us half to death. 

 

At the Spremberg railroad station, a long line of "40 and 8" boxcars were waiting for our arrival. 

Supposedly there were fifty men to each boxcar, but it was so packed a person could not fall 

down even if so inclined. We were literally packed like sardines. There was hardly room to turn 

around and certainly no room to lay down or even squat. To make matters worse, horses had 

been the last occupants and no cleanup had been made after their departure. I was among the first 

to enter the car, so I was backed into a corner near a shuttered window, about eight by twelve 

inches in size and about seven feet from the floor. We pried it open, which gave us a little fresh 

air. About three hours later the train started and we were on our way. We thought the march was 

bad, but it could not compare to the next two days and three nights. 

 

Within a short time, the air was so foul it was difficult to breath. Along with being "sardines" add 

some cases of diarrhea, sick men vomiting combined with horse manure, human urine and 

excrement and I think you get the picture. You have probably heard the comment about someone 

"who didn't have a pot to weewee in nor a window to throw it out of." Well, we had the pot (a 

Klim tin) and a window to throw it out of. The only problem was getting the pot to the window. 
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It had to move overhead through many feeble, clumsy and bungling hands before it got to the 

window. Combine that with the lurching of the boxcar and more often than not the pot was 

nearly empty when it's contents were thrown out the seven-foot high window. I and several other 

men around me soon became "specialists" in waste disposal. 

 

Sleeping while standing was nearly impossible, just sort of a semi-consciousness or perhaps a 

better description is just numb. It was a long night. 

 

Sometime the next morning the train stopped and the door opened so the Germans could throw in 

a few loaves of bread. The bread was appreciated, but under the circumstances we ate very little. 

 

That afternoon the train stopped and we were allowed to get out to relieve ourselves. The siding 

was near some city and parallel to a road. P.O.W.'s lined up four and five deep in the snow bank 

for a half-mile with britches down. It would have been a comical scene had it not been so 

serious. At least the German civilians seemed to enjoy it as they walked by laughing and 

pointing and shouting whatever the German word is for defecating. Then we jumped back into 

the boxcar and the door slammed shut again into its familiar locked position. It remained locked 

that night, the next day and the following night, about thirty-eight hours of continuous standing 

time. 

 

Late in the afternoon, as we approached Leipzig, we could hear the air raid sirens. Suddenly we 

pulled up to a sidetrack and to a rather abrupt stop. The marshalling yards were being bombed 

and strafed. About thirty minutes later we started moving and very slowly passed through the 

thoroughly bombed yard. Through the small window of our boxcar we could see smoking, 

grotesque shapes of boxcars and tracks scattered around. 

 

The conditions in our boxcar deteriorated with each hour, so by the time we reached Moosburg 

on the morning of the fourth day, we were a sorry looking bunch of P.O.W.'s 
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Chapter IX 
 

Stalag VII A, Moosburg, Germany was approximately twenty-five miles north of Munich and 

about ten miles east of Dachau. The camp was under the control of the Wehrmacht and guarded 

by soldiers from a well-known Alpine division famous for their five-foot long rifles and their 

uncanny accuracy in firing them. 

 

It had been a short march from the train station to Stalag VII A, but a difficult one. We all had 

problems getting the leg muscles going again. We were herded into a horse barn where we spent 

the next week or so. The barn was so crowded that we slept in the stalls in three-hour shifts – one 

third of the men for the first three hours followed by the next third and then the last one third. 

While one third slept the other two thirds stood in the center aisle and passed the time as best 

they could. We were so packed in the stall that, literally, when one man turned over everyone 

turned over. Surprisingly the straw was fairly clean and being wedged so tightly the body heat 

kept us somewhat warm. That was also the first time I was introduced to fleas - millions of them. 

 

Latrine facilities consisted of a single slit trench, which was fully occupied day and night. We 

did have fresh water from a faucet, which was a godsend. 

 

Food was sparse and was mostly black bread and some kind of soup we immediately dubbed 

"green death." It was made of small leaves, twigs and rotten vegetables heated in what smelled 

like sour milk. More than one man took one look and then dashed for the slit trench - all too 

often not quite making it. To say it was a sickening sight and smell is putting it mildly, but when 

a person is really hungry, he will eat anything that even resembles food. 

 

A short time later we moved into huge circus-like tents that had been erected several hundred 

feet from the horse barn. We had to sit and sleep on the ground, but at least we had room to 

stretch out. A few days later cots were brought in, so we now had a place to sleep and sit. You 

have to remember that it was still midwinter and a warm day was when the temperature got 

above zero. 
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One day a tremendous "whoosh" went over the tent top and nearly blew the tent down. We all 

rushed out to see what that was. It was an ME-262, the two-engine jet fighter that I had heard 

about in Italy but never saw in combat. That was my first sight and sound of a jet aircraft and I 

was really impressed. The ME-262 came over again and we couldn't believe the speed it was 

traveling - probably about twice the speed of a P-38. What an aircraft! Had Germany started 

manufacturing them earlier in the war, it could have made a drastic change in the timetable and 

possibly the outcome of the war. 

 

A week or two afterwards we were moved into sandstone barracks which had been evacuated by 

Russian and British P.O.W.'s. 

 

We had bunk beds three levels high sleeping twelve men in each area - three high, two deep and 

two bunks wide. Each had the familiar straw pallet about three inches thick and full of fleas. The 

fleas feasted day and night and especially liked the areas of the clothing around the waist, ankles 

and wrists. At night I could feel them running back and forth across my eyelids and into my nose 

and ears. I don't know what was worse, the lack of food or the fleas. I would probably say the 

fleas. 

 

The barracks was divided into two "wards" with a stove and water basins in the center. Wood for 

firewood was scarce. The stove didn't produce much heat, but it was sufficient to warm food, so 

it was in use during the day and most of the evening. Most of the heating of food and water was 

by the Klim tin burner - two cans attached together where small pieces of wood about pencil size 

could be burned in the upper section. Very primitive but quite efficient. 

 

We spent a lot of time lying on our bunks, trying to keep warm. But it was also thinking time. 

Thinking about home, the war, our situation, and how nice it would be to have some food. Any 

food would do if it would stop the hunger pains. I thought about all the delicious goodies my 

father used to bring home once a week in a gunnysack. He had an agreement with a grocer friend 

that the grocer would place all his stale bread and other pastry and bakery items in a sack. My 

father would pick up the sack each Thursday evening for the cost of fifty cents. All those donuts, 

bread, cinnamon rolls and jelly rolls. How nice it would have been to have some of that pastry or 



 158

even blood sausage and fish cheese. That was the problem, thinking of things that I could not 

have. 

 

Americans have the unique ability to humorize regardless of the most severe and dire 

circumstances. I think humor kept most of us going because it took our minds off the situation 

perhaps not for long, but at least long enough for each to "regroup" mentally and face the next 

minute or hour. We were literally starving to death, with constant hunger pains plus the terrible 

fleas, yet we were still able to laugh. There was the sudden shout in the still of an evening, "Hey, 

Bill, what say we go down to Joe's Steak House for a bite of food? I think I'll have just a 

hamburger and fries this time. I'm getting tired of steak." Our response to that was groans - many 

of them combined with a few "shut ups" and "knock it off." But we couldn't keep from laughing 

or at least smiling. I thought many times how wonderful it would be to buy a car in New York 

and load the trunk and back with every type of pastry known to man. Then head west to 

Washington and to Mac eating pastry every mile of the way. 

 

Speaking of food - about a month or so before liberation I was walking toward my bunk when a 

fellow I knew said, "Hey, Jule, you want some of this?" He held out his hand and in it was a 

piece of cooked meat that looked like a small chicken thigh. "What is it?" I asked. He replied, "It 

is part of a cat's leg. That's what the fellow that cooked it said it was." It seemed that somehow a 

cat had gotten into the compound, was immediately caught and cooked. I gladly accepted the 

food and then sat down on my bunk to chew and gnaw until there was not a speck of meat left. 

Afterwards I boiled the bone to make about a cupful of broth. I drank that and made another cup. 

In between times I chewed on the bone. I mashed the bone with a rock and made several more 

cups of broth until there was no taste left. In fact, there wasn't much bone left either. That was a 

good day. 

 

Red Cross parcels were few and far between because Allied strafing missions were shooting up 

everything that moved. In fact, the "honey wagon" that emptied the latrine was even a target. 

One day it carne in painted all white with a large red cross painted on top so Allied aircraft 

wouldn't attack it. The fighter pilots didn't know if the honey wagons were carrying fuel or not so 

they were a bonafide target as far as the pilots were concerned. 
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All of us were getting so thin and weak many couldn't get out of their bunks without help. Then 

the Germans and the Allies made an agreement to allow a convoy of Red Cross trucks carrying 

food parcels to proceed from Switzerland to our camp and to other camps without fear of being 

bombed or strafed. What a great day that was to see the long line of white trucks with their large 

red crosses come rolling in. Real food again - not the "green death" and a few pieces of black 

bread. 

 

Cigarettes were also a very scarce item. Most of the brands we used were Camels, Phillip Morse 

and Lucky Strikes. We smoked our cigarettes about 1/4" at a time and then carefully put them 

out till the next "smoke time." When a cigarette got too short to smoke, we placed it in a can tied 

to the foot of our bunks. When most of the cigarettes were gone, we rolled the butts in toilet 

tissue - sort of "roll your own" butts. When that smoke was down to the butt, it too was placed in 

the can for the next "roll your own." Before long we were smoking butts from the butts from the 

butts from the butts. By that time, the butts were unsmokeable, so we lit a fresh cigarette and 

repeated the whole process. 

 

The favorite gambling game was blackjack with cigarettes and chocolate bars as money. 

Speaking of making of money - we didn't have any. The U.S. paid the Germans a few cents a day 

for each American held captive and I assume the Germans did likewise. We never saw the 

money. It was used for medical supplies, uniforms and blankets. So, no one had even a penny, 

but that didn't matter. We were not going any place anyway. Back to blackjack - it was fun and 

passed the time and I was always happy to walk away with a few more cigarettes than I started 

with. 

 

Around the middle of March the weather warmed up enough to take a shower. The shower was 

an ordinary faucet mounted about six feet high from which the coldest water in the world flowed. 

It was a real "quickie" shower. But the thing that really stunned us was our physical condition. 

Our bones were sticking out all over - hip bones, ribs and knee joints. We hadn't had our clothes 

off for a couple months, so we had no idea what was happening to our bodies. It was a real 
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shocker to see ourselves as skeletons with skin stretched over them. I would guess I was down 

close to one hundred pounds to one hundred and ten pounds, if that much. Another shocker was 

the effect of the fleas feasting twenty-four hours a day. I, as well as the rest of the men, had 

about a two-inch ring of raw flesh around the wrists and ankles and about a six-inch wide strip 

around my waist. No skin left - just raw red meat. 

 

The Germans frequently searched the buildings. All able-bodied P.O.W.'s were rousted out and 

kept away from the building by guards with their dogs. On one such occasion we watched B-17's 

by the hundreds pass nearly overhead on their way to bomb Munich. The anti-aircraft fire was 

ferocious. One B-17 was hit by AA fire or by a German fighter and smoke began streaming from 

one engine. The crew of that aircraft didn't know it, but there were ten thousand fellow flyers on 

the ground rooting for them. Hundreds were shouting, "Hit the fire button! Hit it again!" Every 

bomber pilot on the ground was flying that aircraft. They knew exactly what that pilot and co-

pilot were doing or trying to do. The smoke stopped and you should have heard the cheers of ten 

thousand men. Men shook hands and patted one another on the back. You also should have heard 

the groan as the smoke reappeared. Again all the "talk" to the pilot and within a few minutes the 

smoke disappeared and again a huge cheer. By this time the B-17 had dropped several miles 

behind his formation. We watched in awe as he disappeared into the black cloud of flak heading 

for his bomb release point. That was guts and bravery in its highest form. Yet that was only one 

incident that had been repeated hundreds of times during the war. 

 

Several times late at night during our stay at Stalag VII A, we were rudely awakened by machine 

gun and cannon fire from an aircraft flying low over the camp. The first time we all hit the floor 

faster than it takes to write this. They were British Beaufighters (night fighters) strafing the 

Moosburg railroad yard and using the camp as the point of attack, which was scary to say the 

least. 

 

The day president Roosevelt died was a bad day for us. We had no idea what effect, if any, it 

would have on the war. News from our "canary" was very little and very sporadic. The Germans 

kept such a close watch on us it was nearly impossible to use it. In addition, the X committee 

was pretty well scattered around the camp, so it was no longer well organized. The British lent us 
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their Chaplain and he delivered the eulogy at a special memorial service. 

 

Several days before our liberation, we could hear artillery shells exploding as the front came 

closer. At night the sky brightened by what looked like not too distant lightning as the fighting 

continued. 
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Upper left: Honey Wagon 

Center Right: Red Cross trucks that brought desperately needed food 
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Distributed to each P.O.W. by the Germans – March 1945 
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Liberation Day – April 29, 1945 
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Chapter X 
 

Our day of liberation, 29 April 1945, arrived. It all started about nine-thirty in the morning when 

a P-51 buzzed the camp and did a slow roll as he passed overhead. He made a tight turn and 

again slow rolled as he passed overhead. He was apparently trying to tell us the army was close 

by and heading in our direction. An hour or so later we watched as tanks came over a hill 

heading our way. As the tanks drew nearer the Germans, began fighting among themselves. The 

Wehrmacht guards and personnel wanted to turn the camp over to the Americans, but the S.S. 

and the Gestapo didn't like that idea, so a small war broke out in the German section of the camp. 

There was a lot of rifle and machine gun fire with stray bullets flying about, but fortunately no 

one was seriously hurt. The battle went on for nearly an hour and then all was quiet except for 

American tank and rifle fire. 

 

As the American forces approached, the German guards began throwing their rifles over the 

fence to the P.O.W.'s. Some guards came prepared with wire cutters, which they promptly used. 

They came into the camp shouting, "We are now your prisoners." They had enough of war. 

 

The most impressive event for me was that I happened to be looking at a Church steeple when it 

suddenly disappeared in a cloud of dust and debris. Apparently there were German snipers in the 

steeple but one accurate tank shell took care of that situation. 

 

Then the tanks, accompanied by infantrymen, rolled through the gate and into the compound. 

The thrill of liberation is indescribable. Every man was laughing and crying at the same time 

while waving a small "homemade" American flag. I don't know where all the flags were hidden. 

Maybe like mine - under the insole of my G.I. shoe. Just to see the American flag again was an 

unforgettable experience. Some flags could hardly be called a flag, but they all had the stars and 

stripes and all were beautiful to our eyes. And what a roar it was as we saw the swastika flag 

come down and the American flag raised. We were free! 

 

The G.I.'s in the tanks tossed out chocolate bars, K rations and C rations, which to us were like 

manna from heaven. I made the mistake, along with hundreds of others, of eating a whole 
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chocolate bar at one time. Within five to ten minutes all of us were making a frenzied dash to the 

latrine with severe diarrhea. Our systems just couldn't handle all that richness. 

 

Within an hour or so, the G.I.'s lined up the German guards and asked us who the good ones and 

the bad ones were. As I recall three guards were pointed out as being the "bad guys." They were 

promptly marched away. A short time later shots rang out in their direction of departure. 

 

That same afternoon General Patton arrived in his tank. What an impressive figure he was – bone 

handled pistols and all. He climbed out of the tank and stood on top of it while he delivered an 

excellent talk - nothing fancy, just how glad he was that he and his men had been given the honor 

of liberating us. His was a unit from the 7th Army attached to the 3rd Army that led the 

spearhead that freed us. They had but one objective and that was to capture Stalag VII A. It's 

hard to visualize General Patton talking and wiping the tears from his eyes at the same time, but 

that is exactly what happened. The renegade general had a heart in spite of all the bad publicity. 

 

As the general spoke, he was frequently interrupted by heavy artillery fire. American howitzer 

"105's" located about a half mile west of the camp were firing at several pockets of German 

resistance about a half mile to the east of camp. The shells made an eerie whistling whoosh as 

they passed overhead, probably no higher than a hundred feet. But that was friendly fire and we 

gave a cheer as each shell passed over us. 

 

The next day the medics arrived and so did American G.I. bread. It tasted like angel food cake to 

us. G.I. bread never did have too good a reputation, but we thought it was the world's greatest. 

Along with the bread came "C" rations (canned food). We all thought we had died and gone to 

heaven. Well, not quite, but it was sure delicious! 

 

The medics treated everyone for fleabites by smearing some type of ointment or salve on the 

affected areas. The ten thousand men treated must have taken many drums full of medicine - if it 

came in drums. Anyway, it did soothe the sores and that was a big relief. 

 

Sometime the following day someone "confiscated" the German personnel files, so that is how I 
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got my official prisoner of war registration cards. The cards, my German dog tag and an old 

olive drab wool muffler were my only souvenirs of my P.O.W. experience. 

 
Wes’ Kriege Dog Tag on The Wool Muffler  

 
Belt Buckle Relieved from Moosburg Commandant 

 

Several days later none of us thought the military was moving fast enough toward getting us 

home. Therefore, many of us P.O.W.'s left the camp by one means or another and headed west. I 

was no exception. Another P.O.W. and I talked an ambulance driver into taking us out of camp, 

which he gladly did. He took us to an apartment building cellar where he knew some 

infantrymen were staying for the night. The G.I.'s were extremely nervous when they answered 

the door knock. All their rifles were pointed in our direction. Once they knew we were American 
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Ex-P.O.W.'s they couldn't do enough for us. In fact, they insisted that we have some decent beds 

for the night. They went upstairs and rousted a couple out of their apartment so we could use 

their beds. How strange it was to sleep with sheets and on a feather mattress. 

 

The next morning we hitched a ride on a half-track personnel carrier that was 

heading west. The driver said he wanted to drive to Dachau Concentration Camp 

about ten miles west of Moosburg to see what was going on. We arrived there 

along with what seemed like hundreds of other military vehicles and got in line as 

the vehicles inched their way past the main gate. We had a fairly good view 

because the half-track sat higher than the numerous jeeps and staff cars. The 

Germans were still carrying bodies from the buildings and, stacking them like 

cordwood. There was also a long line of German civilians that stretched for 

blocks. The civilians were from Dachau and were being forced to tour the camp so they could 

see first hand the terrible atrocities committed by their fellow countrymen in the name of the 

Third Reich. We spent that night at an army bivouac area where we were able to take a much-

needed bath. 

 
Dachau 
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Dachau 
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Dachau 

 

The following day we got a ride in a jeep going west. Once again the harsh realities of war were 

demonstrated. As we drove down a highway there was a man walking on our side of the road 

going in the same direction. The jeep driver swore and said something about the German should 

know better than to walk on the highway. He sideswiped the man and sent him spinning off into 

a ditch. We were astounded. "Why did you do that?" 

 

His reply was "To keep the Germans of the roads." 

 

I thought that was carrying the idea a little too far, but he seemed satisfied that he had done the 

right thing. 

 

We spent that night at an advanced P-51 airfield where we were given a quick medical 
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examination by the flight surgeon. He decided that even though we were skinny as rails (I had a 

twenty-two inch waist according to his tape measure), we were physically fit to continue our 

journey westward. We were then treated to another good bath, supplied with a completely new 

set of clothing, including the green blouse with pink trousers. All of our old clothing, including 

shorts and T-shirts, was burned, with the exception of my muffler. I told them I wanted to keep 

it, so it was immediately tossed into a pot of boiling water. That muffler and I had endured too 

much hardship to see it destroyed. 

 

We were then served an enormous meal of turkey with all the trimmings. We loaded our trays 

with all the goodies. We were going to eat like kings. But not quite. After eating perhaps a cupful 

of food our stomachs were stuffed. Our stomachs had shrunk so much that a very small amount 

of food was all we could hold. We really felt guilty about throwing all that good food into the 

garbage can. A month before, the amount of food left on the tray would have kept us going for at 

least a week. The army medics eventually developed a rehabilitation program regarding P.O.W.'s 

and food. P.O.W.'s would be given only small portions of food with the portions getting larger as 

their stomachs enlarged. I believe that program proved to be an utter failure because the P.O.W.'s 

wanted no part of it. They had dreamed of food too long. 

 

The next day we headed west in an eighteen-wheeler pulling a tank carrier trailer. We were 

moving along at fifty to sixty miles an hour when we entered a town with many civilians on 

wagons and carts or were walking in the street. The driver increased the speed and I yelled. 

"You’re going to run over those people!" There was no reaction on his part except to set his jaw. 

He pushed a little harder on the accelerator and laid on the horn. We went through that town 

hitting and scattering carts, wagons and people in all directions. 

 

As we left town the driver said. "The civilians didn't get out of the road for one purpose and that 

was to slow down the Allied advance by slowing up the delivery of supplies to the front lines. 

We are under orders to run over them if necessary." There could be no argument on that point as 

far as we were concerned. Surely those civilians knew the war was lost, yet continued to believe 

that their actions might just turn the war around in favor of Germany. 
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We stopped at an army camp for lunch where there was a huge wire fenced field full of 

thousands of German P.O.W.'s. As we stood there talking to a staff sergeant, he noticed we didn't 

have watches. He asked why and we told him they were confiscated when we were captured. He 

asked, "Want another one?" 

 

"Sure, it would be nice." we answered. 

 

"Come with me." He instructed the guards to let us in the compound. He then went from one 

prisoner to another checking for watches. He finally stopped in front of a German lieutenant. 

 

"Like this one?" 

 

"Sure." we said. 

 

He then motioned for the German to give him the watch. The German said "Nein." 

 

The sergeant then grabbed the man's hand and pulled his bayonet at the same time. He again told 

the German to give him the watch. Again, the German said, "Nein." 

 

At that moment I said. "Wait, Sergeant, I would like to have a watch, but not that much." 

 

"I'll be glad to get it for you Lieutenant - just say the word." 

 

"I thank you, but I'll get one later on." With that we left the compound. 

 

The following day we were driven to an airfield where a C-47 was scheduled to fly to Paris. We 

finally convinced the operations officer that we weren't A.W.O.L. by showing him our P.O.W. 

registration cards and German dog tags. During our flight how green and peaceful the French 

countryside looked. It was nice to be back in the air. Upon landing, we hitched a ride into Paris 

to the American Army Headquarters where we reported for duty. My twenty-eighth mission had 

finally ended. 
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The next day we boarded a train for LaHarve and to Camp Lucky Strike on the French coast. It 

was a processing center for homeward bound ships. We were there for about a week. Then we 

boarded a Swedish passenger ship and started the journey home. The first day we sailed on a 

zigzag course. There was one German submarine that had not been accounted for. Word finally 

came that the V-Boat had surrendered, so it was then New York straight ahead. New York and 

then home. How tranquil the waters had become! 

 

Did my dream come true - pinks and greens, silver wings and captain's bars? Yes and no. When I 

received my captain bars in 1953, Army pinks and greens were out and Air Force blue was in. I 

couldn't help but think how nice those bars would have looked on a green blouse. 

 
Spokane, Washington - 1945 

 

And Mac's ring? It is resting on cotton in a small, box safe and secure. It earned a permanent 
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rest. I guess if there was one thing that helped me the most to survive, it was that ring. One 

glance and it brought back all my fondest memories and represented all the hopes and dreams of 

the future. 

 

The Hungarian major? I was interviewed by the O.S.I. (Office of Special Investigation - now the 

C.I.A.) shortly after my arrival home. They were interested in all the details and I assume had 

plans to find him if he was still alive. I never knew what the outcome was. He may have been 

killed in Budapest, or perhaps he made it back to Canada and then back to Sumas. 

 

And what are my thoughts about food? I have not had a bad meal since liberation. It is all good -

some perhaps tastier than others, but all good. One thing is certain, there is no food wasted at my 

home. 

 

A thought about food - according to the Geneva Conventions no holding nation could require 

captured officers to perform manual labor. Enlisted personnel could be used to clear debris, tend 

crops and work of a similar nature. In return they would receive additional rations. I can assure 

you that all of the officers would have been most happy to perform manual labor if by doing so it 

would eliminate hunger pains. I think there is a lesson there. If all able bodied permanently 

unemployed could experience hunger pangs for a week or two, there would be sudden drastic 

drop in their numbers. 

 

And how have the waters been on the river of life since the war? Very tranquil and smooth other 

than a few ripples here and there. 

 

And my wife Mac? She is sitting here by my side waiting for me to finish this page so she can 

get it in the typewriter. 
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Epilogue 
 

In 1962 I was transferred to Giebelstadt, West Germany. My family and I visited Dachau twice 

during the period between 1962 and 1965. It was a mind shattering experience. The large 

crematorium furnaces were still in place, as well as the execution site. Several barracks were still 

standing, but most had been destroyed. There is something extremely foreboding about the camp. 

I don't think a person could ever be the same after a visit to it. 

 

I had the feeling that there were thousands of spirits of good and evil battling fiercely overhead 

while swirling like a tornado. If I closed my eyes I could see them. Such was the profound effect 

it had on me and, from what I saw, on other visitors. I watched while women, as soon as they 

stepped on the grounds, broke down in uncontrollable weeping. 

 

The camp execution site was located on a small knell. The Germans had found it necessary to 

build a trough so that blood could run down into a Pit at a lower level. That's how many 

executions took place on a daily basis. Incomprehensible, yet a reality. 

 

At the opposite end of the camp were the huge pits nearly full of human ash and fragments of 

bone the furnaces missed. Again, almost impossible to comprehend! 

 

Contrary to popular belief, Dachau was not built primarily for Jews. It was originally built to 

accommodate the enemies of the Third Reich who came from every country under German 

control. Individuals thought to be a threat, or a possible threat, to the Third Reich found 

themselves in Dachau along with those convicted of serious crimes. As best I can recall, some 

eighty thousand men, women and children were shot, hung, bludgeoned, or starved to death tens 

of thousands being Jews. It was said that even at the time of our visits when atmospheric 

conditions were right, the smell of death was still present. 

 

My family and I also visited the camp at Moosburg. The barbed wire fences and sentry boxes 

were gone along with the horse barn. The sandstone buildings were still there and looked the 

same. The building I was in had been used as a woodworking shop according to a sign. But all 
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the buildings were empty. There were no visual indications that it had been a P.O.W camp. 

 

The pictures I have enclosed are from the book "Clipped Wings" published in 
1945 by R. W. Kimball. Kimball lived in the room across the hall from mine 
at Stalag Luft III. Many of the photos were from the German official files 
while others were taken by P.O.W.'s with "homemade" cameras. Lenses were 
obtained from German guards who had let themselves be compromised at one 
time or another. They were then subject to blackmail by the P.O.W.'s. In 
effect it was, "Bring me a camera lens, or it will be necessary to report your 
indiscretion to your superiors." All's fair in love and war!
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Glossary 
 

Buchenwalde - One of Germany's most notorious concentration camps. 

 

Dachau - Another of Germany's notorious concentration camps which has received the most 

publicity due to its location in West Germany. 

 

Ferret - Germans hired to maintain the camp and act as "snoopers." Constantly looking for 

contraband equipment and escape materials. 

 

Gestapo - The German secret police noted for the brutality of its methods. 

 

Kriegsgefangenen - Prisoner of war, "Kriegie" for short. 

 

Luftwaffe - German Air Force. 

 

S.A.O. - Senior American officer. 

 

S.S. - Shutzstaffel - Hitler's elite of the elite military personnel. Hitler's personal army 

handpicked as perfect examples of the Third Reich "super race." In addition to fighting and 

dying for the Fuhrer, they had another responsibility - father as many children as possible to turn 

Hitler's dream of a German super race into a reality. The many S.S. troops I saw were tall, 

handsome and perfect examples of manhood. Many were blonde and all were very distinguished 

by their stature and impeccable uniforms. Noted for their brutality and their insane loyalty to 

Hitler, administrators of all concentration camps. 

 

Stalag - Camp, area of confinement. 

 

Wehrmacht - German Army. 
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